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SIR JOSEPH BANKS 



AKO TBK 



EMPEROR OP MOROCCO. 



A TALE. 



Nm omnia poisumutomnest 

One intellect not all things comprehends : 

Thje genius forniM for weeds, and grubs, and flief| 

Can't bave for ever at his linger ends 
What's doing^ «v'Fy moment ia the skies. 



VoL.IL B 



^m AUGUMBNT. 

FtTift the GftBAT fighteth the P)r«si4ent*t kittle— pro* 
cUimeth some of the Ptesident^s |>owen-->vis. hit pre- 
aenringy tooth-and-nail powers— 4ut fttOBMch powers-* 
his iace powers— -his hammer powers, triumpniiig over 
the powers of Moiruivst and «ir hb coungeoui 
Spwerg» 

PiTm b^metb the taIe«»Sir J o 8 c rn proceedeth to hunt 
—but first ejaculateth— The Virtuoso's prayer— Sir 
Jostr H' s insect enthusiasm induceth himycontrarv to his 
geneial piety » to pray wickedly, by selfishly wishing to 
gratify his own desires at the expence of the fanners — 
Sir JoftxPB prayeth for PnAmAOB's flies^^ondcmneth 
PHA&AOB'fttaste—maketh interest for showers of ilies. 
instead of quail»— prayeth formoosters, and promiieth 
them tbe honour of his name. 

Sn* JomiPH, in a pointer-like manner ambulateth-— he 
espieth the £iiPs&o& of Morocco— Pktih conjee* 
Cureth as to Sir J 8 BF h's jov on the occasion— conpueth 
Skr Joseph's joy with tfiat experienced by AacHi- 
liiDESy hare-hunterSy outrageousiy.virtuous old maids^ 
the little Duke of Ficcadilh^z pimp, Mother Wivd* 
bob's virgins^ and Mother wihdsob berself—Sitlo^ 
tBPR*s pursuit^^The President tumbleth, in imitation of 
Mr*£DEN-.A beautiful comparison between Sir JosbpII 
aiidTAMEBLAKB,abutterAy and aBAjAxsT — Sirjo- 
■£PHag;ain tumbleth — Sir Josbph^s hat tumblethwith 
him— -Sir Joseph riseth and boweth«->he is gazed at by 
a countrymaR-»he darteth through a hedge in pursuit of 
theEMPEBOB, and tumbleth into a lane— he gctteth up 
8pcedily>andputtethaquestiontoHoB— HoBansweretn 
not| but pitieth him — Sir Joseph obtaineth a second 
view of tne Empebob— pursueth his Majesty into a 
garden^— oversetteth the gardener— trampleth on rare 
lowers — ^breake^h many bell-glasses-— OTcrturncth th^ 
scarecrow — Peteb praiseth the scarecrow— Sir Jo- 
seph oversetteth a hive of bees— The bees surprised— 
they attempt a revenge, but succeeded not^ on account ot 
the hard and rough materials of Sir Joseph's headpiece 
—The gardener, quitting his horizontal position, pur- 
suethSirJos£PH—SirJosEP.Hpursueth the Emperor, 
and the Empebob flies away— The gardener collareth 
B a Six 



l AlL^VlylBNT 

Sir Joseph and cxpostulateth— Sir Joseph hccdethnot 
the gardener's complaint, -being deep- in sorrow for the . 
loss oif the £MFSR6&-^The gardener quitted hisgi^e 
*iaSir JosEJ^H, aqd puttech ham. down for a,lttfi«tio-^tnc 
.gardener exebrateth Sir JoaiPH's Keeper, and £rileth 
into a panio-Jieth ojFuncereinomoitsly, amlleaveth the 
^re^dent in the siiuatioa of. a oekbcated ihrophet^v . 
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PROEMIUM- 



PeTR U8 LO»UITU*R. 

CdU poor Sir Joj^Efsii wi5i ^ owl ; 
Nay, oft with coarser epithets revile ; : 
Thoiigh p^yUtg m^oh %h pigmjr nerk* 

And try. to bftJk iMied^o'fO ilflffo*. 

Though not, like EttMtif ij m!|Ii# Um a gutfi^; f 
Imusttakeupiheoudgek'forin^iBiieftl.. . . .<• 

Who at his bl^iUv^boiiourfl ^ kok 90 bltit« 
That thoitgh Sir Jo^bj^h kaot d^^p (ttis^cilUAgs 

And though, as all the world well knows, 

A nutshell might with perfect ease iodl>s<i - ' ^ 

Three <]iiarters of his sense, and all his learning ; 
Whose modjEsst iwisdom,, ,tberefor,e nev^r ^ims. 
To find the longitude, or burn th.e ThA^^ • 

Vet, a^ to things he sets himself about, ' 
With tooth and nail, like Hercules, so stout. 

He labours for his wish, no matter what.-— 
I can't say that Sir Joseph lions kills ; 
Hug giants, or the blood of hydras spills ; 
. mt then most manfiilly he eats a bat ; 

4 Bluthing Aon9«r«.*-The author undoubtedlf means the epi- 
thet hbtthm^ to be understood as synonymous with blooming, and 
not ia a satyrical sense. Cod forbid tEat the friend of Sir Josepb 
ihouid mean othermn. 

£aU 



EaCs toads, or tough» or tender, old, 6r jouhg. 
As in the sweetest stniinsthe Muse hath sung ;* 
Fit with the hugest Hottentot to cope. 
Who dines on raw Hesh at the Cape of Hope. 

Nest in a phis, he bids the Members tremUe ! 

To death-like silence turns the direst din : 
And whefe so many savages assemble, • 

Like iiounds they want a proper -Whipper-in» 

Dare Members sleep^f a set of snoring Goths^ 
Whilst Blagden-reads a chapter upon moths ? 

Down goes the hammer^ clothed with Jovi'i fwa 
thunder! 
Up spring the snorers, half without their wigsi 
old grey beards grave, andprettysmock-fiu^dprigs^ 

With eltwide jaws displaying signs of won<&; 

4/)! perseverance is ihe soul of action I 
And courage, ^ptGj^t to oppose a &ction } 
' Therefore he sits with wonderful propriety* 
The Monro of a mad Society : 
And that he is both brave and persevering, 
Witness die following story well worth hearing. 

* Sec Peter's IVopbedy. 

f Frequently, indeed, are the Members tent tp the land of 
tliadows by the Society's somneferout papers; assisted in a great 
measure in their voyage by the Doc(6r's drowsy maaner of Cooif 
muAicatiog the eontemi. 
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SIR JOSEPH BAl^KS 
EMPEROR OF MOROCCO. 



A PRESIDENT, in butterflies profound. 
Of wiiom all Insectmongers sing the pratsei* 

Went on a day to hunt this game renown'd, ^ . 
Onvilets, dunghills, nettletops, and daisies! 

Bui first (so pious IS Sir Joseph^; nature !) 

He thus addressed the butterfly's CfeatOTf 

The VIRTUOSO'S PRAYER. 

O THOU, whose wisdom planned the skies. 
And forin'd the wings of butterflies. 

Attend my humble pray'r ! - 

Like Egjvpt* as in days ctyort. 
Let earth with flies be coror'd o'er 

And darkened all the air. 

TUs, Lord^ wouldbethebeftofnewr; 
Then might th v servant pick and choose 
- . For such a glorious heap : 
Forth to the world Vd boldly rusb. 
Put all Musseums to the bluMi, 
And hold them all dog chei^» 

Pharaoh bad not one grain of taste; 
Tite flies oaMm were thrown to waste. 



Nay, 



8IR.X0S1PR BANkSvAVO THI 

Nay, mpt with strong objection : 
But had thy servant. Lord, been thcfre, 
I should hav^ made, or much I err, 

A won(|erfalf)OlUctflpn ! , l ^ > 

P Lord ! if not my memVy fails, 
' Thou onoe didstrain on people ifitiils : 

Again the world surprise ; 
And 'stead of sudi It irifling hiti, : 
Rain on thy servant Joseph, Lcnrd, 

Showers of rare butterflies ! 

•^ ^,_ ,]_ _ _. ^ ^ . » _ . , 

Since monsters are iny great delight, ^^ - 
With monsters charm thy servant's sight. 

Turn feathers into hair ; 
Make legs wher^legs trend nevtMeM, 
And eyes, ncf{)iggerthaDftpin, 

As broac) as saucers stAre, 

The reptiles that are bora with dawf^ 
oil! fel thy powY«ttppljr^ilh pawli, 

Adocn'd with human liails ; ' 
In value more tdiiaiihfclhen)iii6. 
Transplant from all their heads, their eyes^ 

And place th^4tttbei;r<fldK 

And if thou wisely wouldst corttfiye 
To make me butterflies alive, ' 

To fly without a head ;'i ' 
To skim the hedges and the fieldi^ 
Nay, eat the meat thy bounty yields; 

Such wonders w^re4flde9a f ' 

Blagden should puff them at ounmeetfai^^; 
Members would press araUmhncy i^idatiit^^ 

The Journals swell with thad^s^'f J 

And more to magnify their £>|il«^ 
Those headless flies should have a name-^ 

My name — ^SiR JosEf H^Baiw^^P* 



THUS 
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THUS having finishM, forth Sir TosEf h hicf, 
Hope in his hearty and eagles in nis C|cs! 
JusL like a pointer, quarl'ring well his ground^ 
He nimbly trots the field aix>und ! 
Al length, to bless his hunting ambulation. 
Up rose a native of the flutlVing nation^ 
Broad slarM Sir Joseph, as if struck by thunder, 
(For much, indeed, are eyes enlarg'd by wonder) 
When from a dab of dung, or sotnc such thing. 
An Emp'eor op Morocco rearM his wing! 

Not Archimides, 'tis my firm belief. 
More blest, cryM '* Eureka^ Fve nabb'd the thief!** 
Nor hunters, when a hare, to shun foul play. 
Steak from his seat so sly, cry *' Stole away I*' 
Nor stale old nymphs, by raging virtue sway' J, 
E^oaron a frail-one, '* Kill the wicked jade 1" 
Than roarM Sir Joseph on the verdant sod, 
" Morocco's Emi^^ror, by the living God?" 

Not with more joy, por r^pture-i^pe^king look, 
Tlio litile gamesome Piccadilly Duke 

Eyes a nice Tit, fresh launched upon the town ; 
Nor with more pleasure Cupid's trusty crimp. 
By moulh« of vulgar people chrisl'en'd pimp, 

Stfires on his honourable fee, a crown ; 

Nor King's-place nymphs, on greenhorns in t|ieir pow'rj 

Who (shameless rascals, wanting not a wile) 
Hire love, -Hkt5 hackney-coaches, by th« hour. 

Damning the love so true that last/forllfe; 
Nor wUiier'd WfKosoTR on the simple maid. 
From scenes of rural innocence betray 'd ; 

Forc'd to dispose of Nature's swfictest cliarms; 
Dobra'd for 9. meal to sink a beanteous wreck ; * 

To lend to man she loathes, her lip, her neck, 

And, weeping, -act the wanton in his arm;? ; 
VpL. H. C Than 



ICf «IR JOSEPR 6AKKS AND THl 

Than did the dougfity Hero of my son^, 
Survey the Emf'rok as he mov'd along. 

Nol with more glee a ben-'peckM husband spies 
Death shuUirig up his wife's two cat-like eyes^ 

AccustomM on him oft and fierce to roll ; 
Just like a galley sleiVe, poor fellow, treated. 
Or those poor Britons at Calcutta sweated, 

Stuff'd in the old Black Hole ; 

And yet, a neater simile to use. 

Not with more true delight a lover views 

The blushing orient leading on the day 
That gives a blooming partner to his'arms. 
In virtues rich, and rich in youthful charms. 

To bid the hours with rapture glide 9way : 

Ssia anxious swain, who now in bed, now out. 
Tost like the sea, with thundering though ts> about; 

Cursing with hearty prayers the lingering night; 
.Now trying hard to sleep away the time ; 
Now staring on the dark, like bards for rhyme. 

To catch the smallest happy glimpse of light ; 
Afraid that trolic Phoebus means foul play. 
And, bent to spite him, lie a-bed all day : 

A"d, bond fide, not of rapture fiiller, 

Thurlow, the Seal and Ro^'al Conscience keeper. 
Sees his prime favourite. Mister Justice Bulleri , 
High thronM in Chancery, grieve the poor Sir Pepper^ 
' 'Than did the President keen espy 
The butterfly ! 

Lightly with winnowing wing, amid the land. 
His Moorish Majesty in circles flew! 

With sturdy striding legs, and outstretch'd hand. 
The Virtuoso did his prey pursue. 

He strikes— he misses— strikes again— he grins. 

And sees in thought'the monarch fixM with pins ; 

Sees him on paper giving up the ghost. 

Nailed like a hawk or martyr to a post. 

Oft 
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£MP£RO& OF MOROCCO. II 

'Oft feD Sir Joseph on the slipp'ry plain« 
Like pairioi Eden— fell to rise again : 
The Emp'rob J smiling, sported on before. 

Like Phoebus coursing Daphne was the chace ; 

But not so was the meaning of ihe race ;• 
Sir JosepH ran to kill, i^ot kiss the Moor ; 

To hold him prisoner in a glass for show. 

Like Tamerlane (redoubtable his rage) 
Who kept poor Bajazet, his vanquished fbe^ 

Just like an owl or magpye in a cage* 

A^in to earth Sir Joseph fell so flat; 

Flat as the flattest of the flounder race ! 
Down with Sir JasEPH dropped his three-cocL'd hat* 

Most nobly sharing in his friend's disgrace. 
Again he springs, with hope and ardour pale. 
And blowing like the fish baptized a whale ; 

Darting his arins now here, now there, so wild. 
With sul the eager raptures of a chiid> 
Who with broad anxious eye a bauble views. 
And, capering legs and hands, the toy pursues, 

A Countryman, who, from a lane. 

Had mark'd Sir Joseph, running, tumbling^ sweatinf^ 
Stretching bis hands and arms like one insane. 

And with those arms the air around him beating. 
To no particular opiniou leaning. 
Of such manoeuvre could not guess the meaning. 

At length the President, all foam and muck. 

Quite out of breath, jand out of luck, 

Pursu'd the flying Monarch to the place 

Where stood this Countryman, with marvMing face. 

Now through the hedge, exactly like a horse. 

Wild plung'd the President with all his force. 

His brow in sweat, his soul in perturbation ; 
Mindless of trees, and bushes, and the brambles, . 
Head over heeh into tl>e lane he scrambles. 

Where Hob stood lost in wide moutliM speculation ! 
C 2 , " Speak,'* 



12 SIR JOSEPH BAJ^KS AND tHS ' 

" Speak/* roar'cl the President, " this instant — »ay, 
" Fias seen, hasi seen, my lad this waj, 

** The Emf'rok OF MoHOcco pa^s?"-^ ' 

Hob to the in>ect-hurter nought replj'd, 
llui ^hook his nead^ and syrapaHhising sighM, 

" AJasi 
" Poor gent letnan, rm sorry for ye ; 
"And pity much your upper ^oiy /*' 

Lo ! down the lane alert the Emp'ror flew. 

And struck once more Str Joseph's hawk-Kke viet<r j 

And now he moiuited o'er a garden wall ! 
In rufth'd Sir Joseph at the garden dDor, 
Knock Mdiiwn the Gardiner — what could man do more ^«^ 

And left him» as he chose^ to rise or ^rawL 

O'er peerless hyacinths our hero rushed j 
Through tulips and aneinonies push^d^ 

Breaking a hundred necks at cv'ry sprinr ; 
On bright carnations, blushti>g on their banks. 
With desp'rate hoof he trod, and niow'd down rank% 

Such vast anobition urg'd to s^ize the King I 

Bell glasses, all so thick, were tumbled o'er | 
And, lo ! the cries, so shrill, of many a score^ 

A sad and fatal stroke ]>roclaim'd j 
Thescarccrow, all so red, wa? overturned : 
His vanished hat, and wig, and head, he moumM, 

And much, indeed, the man oY straw was maim'd \ 

Just guardian of the sacred spot. 

With race'Sbfietce,^^!!! pointed guft, 
\\(ho threatened all the birdls with ihoi ; 

To kill of sparrows evei-y mother's sort : 
Fierce as those scarlet nfinirters cff fate. 
The warjike guardians of St. James's G9ie I 

Yet, not content ^ith feats like these. 

He tumbled o^er a hive of bees 5 

Out rush'd the host, and wonder'd froth Aeir souts. 

What dev'l dar*d dash tbe!r house about their^blls. 

Like 
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like the gnuid Louis«* whos^ fierce heart was such^ 
As made him like a football kick the Dutch ! 

But soon the small, heroic, injured nation 
Dejicr^'d ihe author of their obligation ; 

And, to repay it, round, him rush'd the swarm ; 
Prodigious was the buis about his ears ! 
With all their venom did they push their speari ; 

But, lo ! they work'd him not one grain of harm ! 
Yet did no god nor godling intervene. 
By way of screen ! 

The happy head their pointed spears deAr'd, 
Strong, like old Homer's shields, in tough bull hide^ 

And brass welMemper'd to support the shock ! 
The bees their disappointed vengeance mourn'd. 
And from their fierce attack, fatigued, return'^d. 

Believing they had storroM a teirbcr^s block. 

What was thought death and tortures by the.cfaa^ 

Was only tickling the great man \ 
Thus round big Ajax rag'd the Trojan host. 
Who might as well indeed have drubb'd a post* 

The Gardiner now for just revenge up sprung, 
O'erwhelm'd with wonderment and dung. 

And fiercely in his turn pursa'd the Knight ! 
From b«d to bied, full tih thechampions rac'd. 
This chasM the Knight the Knight the Emp'roi^ 
chas'd. 

Who scal'd the walls, alas ! and vanishM out of sight j 
To find the Empress, p'rhap.s and tell her Grace 

The merry history of the chase. 

At length the Gard'ner, swell'd with rage and. dolour^ 
Q'erlakingV grasps Sir Joseph by the collar, 

♦ Louii XIY. 

C a And 
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And iiilest With favVite oaths abrtffchinde showVs ! 
♦* Villaii]," he crV'd, bej Ancl example 1 
*' Just like a cart-horse on my beds to trample ! 

/' More than yoiir soul is worth, jb kill tay ficrwVs ! 
" See how your two vile hoofs have made a wreck?— 
" Look, rasml, at each beauty *s. broken fieck 1** 

Mindless of humbled fiow'rs, so freely kili'd, 

Although' superior to his "soul declared. 
And vci^t table blood profusely spill'd, 

Superior, too, to all reward ; 
jMindless of all the Gard'ner*i plaintive strains, 
Tlie Emp*rok.'s form monopolized bis brains. 

At lein^h he spoke, in sad despair irtg t6n«is, 

•* Gone ! by the God that ifiade me ! — D-mn his bones i 

" O Lord ! lio disappointment mineisurpasses ! ^ 

*' Poh ! what ai*e paltry flowers «nd broken 'gfessea, 

*' A tumbled scarecrovV, bees, tbe idle whim ? • 

'*' Zonnds ! what a set of miscreants ta him ! 

** Gone is my soul's desire, Tor ever gone !** 
" Who's gone ?*' the Gard'ner strak reply'd : 
*' The Emp'kor-, Sir," witli tears, Sir Joseph cry'd ; 

** The Emp'ror of Mo roc go — Ihougbt my biVli 
*' To unknown fields behold the Monarch fly! 
" Zounds not to catdh him, wh^f kh tiss'was I !" 

His eyes die Gard'ner full of horror, stretch'd. 
And thien a groan, a monstrous groan he fetch'd^ 

Contemplating around his ruin'd wares; 
And now he let Sir Josf ph's < olUr go ; 
' And now he bray'd ^loiid with bitterest woe, 
" Mad, madder than. the maddest of March hares! 

" A p-x confound the fellow's Bedlam r{gs ! 

, ** Oh ! he haih done the work of fifty pty^ ! 

" The devil take his keeper, a damnM goose, 

*' For letting his wild beast get loose 1'' 

But now tlie Gard'ner, terrified, began 
To think liimself too near a man, 

la 
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In SO Peg-Nicholfon a situation ; 
And, happy from a madman to escape. 
He left hira without bow, or nod, or scrape. 

Like Jer EMXA H 'midst his Lamentation. 

Sucli is the tale— if readers sigh for more. 
Sir JosfFH^^ wallet holdeth many a score. 
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jDLIND to an artful Boy's insidious wiles, 

^ Why rests the Genius of the Queen of Is lbs ^ 

Whilst Liberty in irons sounds th* alarm. 

Why hangs suspence on Vi rtue's coward arm ? 

Whilst Tyranny- prepares her jails and thongs, 
u Why sleeps tlie sword of JusTfcE o'er our wrongs? 

Oh ! meanly founding on a Father's fame. 

To Britain's highest seat a daring claim ; 

Oh! if thy rice one blush could ever boast, 

•And th^t lorn sign of Virtue be not lost ; 

Now on thy visage let the stranger burn, 
i And glow for deeds that bid ^m empire mourn. 

Drawn from a garret by the Royal Sirk^ 
Warm'd like the vip^ by his friendly fire. 
What halh ihy gratitude BuUimeiy done? 
Fix'd, like the snake, thy fang upon the Sw% ! 

Yes—thou most grattful youth, thy hostile art. 
Hath lodgMa pois'nous shaft in Britain's heart ! 
Thy arm hath dragg'd the column to the ground, 
Tlie sacred wonder of the realms around 1 
• To make snug comfortable habitations 
l^or thee and all tby pitiful relations. 

JBarbarian- 
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Barbarian -like—bow like those sons of spoil. 
Whose impious hands on hallow 'd structure's toil--T 
Base throng, that through Palmyra's Temple digs. 
To iorm a lodging for themselves and pigs ! 

Oh ! if Ambition prompts thy soaring soul 
To live the theme of future tipies with JIohle^ 
'Thrice happy Youth, like his shall shine thy name,. 
Who gave th' Ephesian wonder to the flame 4 

Sick at the name ofR , (to th.ee though dear) 
The name^bhorr*d by HoNopa's sinking ear^ 
I. draw rductant from thy venal throng, 
And give it mention, though it blasts my song. 

How couldst thou bid that Rolle, despisM by all. 
On helpless beauty like a mastiff fall; 
Then meanly to correct the brute pretend. 
And claiin the merit of the *F ai r-on e's Friend ? 

Art thou the Youth on whom the Virtues smile ? 
The boastt^d Saviour of our sinking Isle ! 
O'er such, OiiLiviON, be thy wing displayed ! 
Oh 1 waft them from the gibbet io thy shade 1 

Yet what expect from thee, wjiose rcy breast 
A stranger to their charm, the Loves detest ? 
Thee, o'er whose heart llieir fascinating povvV 

- Ne'er knew the triumph of one soften'd houi ? • 
To give tliy flinty soul the tender sigh, 

• Vain is the radiance of ^e brightest eye ! 
In vain, for tjiee, of beauty blooms the rose : 
In vain the swelling bosom spreads its snows— 
A Joseph thou; agaiast the sejc to sprive ^ . j 
Dead to those charms that keep the worldakve ! 

In vain thy malice pours its frothy tide ; 
In vain, tlie virtues of thy Prince to hide^ 

* A most wanton and illiberal attack made by thft mnn oq 
Mrs. F-rii— ;-t, io the Houjeof Comxions, exceeds all precede dt^ 

Tboil 
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Thdu and thy imDs to dim his rising ray, 
Orge clouds on clouds to thwart ihts golden day ! 
Mad toil ! I see bis Oaa superior pass. 
Thai smiles triumphant on the sable mass. 

O Pitt ! a Sister Kiqgdom damns thv deeds, 
' And pities hapless Britain as she bleeds. 
Hi B B R N I A scorns each meanly treach Vous art 
Hatch'd by the base r>b n of thy heart. 
That crawls an aspic bloated black with fate« 
To pour a dire contagion through the State. 
&e, with an honest voice, her rAiNCBapproTfC*' 

And nobly trusts the virtues that she loves ^ 
jbetests a hangman's unremitting toil 
To break upon the wheel a happy Isle } 
Who yet, to push the guilt and folly flirther, 
Suborns Addressee to applaud the murther ! 

Who but must laugh to see thy boasted friends. 
On whose pKX>r rotten ti unks thy all depends ! 
See BvTB^s mean parasite, thy spaniel, creep. 
Whose Argus' eyes of av'rice never sleep ; 
A chw State-leech; who, sticking to the nation. 
As adders deaf to Honour's execration. 
Sucks from its throat the blood by night, by day. 
Nor, till the State expires, will drop away. 

Yet see aaother Fibvo, with scowling eye, 
"Pfho draws from N aturb's bouI her deepest sigh ; 
AshamM her band should usher into light 
What Fate should whelm with everlasting night I 

-9 Lost by his arts, behold the beauteous Maid,* 
\^om Innocbnck herself could ne'er upbraid^ 
Sunk a pale victim to the gaping tomb ; . 
*ef s 



Whilst all but he with grief surveyed her doom, * 

* Tlie melaiichQlf circumsunce alluded to licte, the fomilf 
i 0r. Xy nch, af CaatcTb^ry, can best ex plain • 

V«t. 11. ' D Wbot.« 
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Whose heart disdaiiiM to feel — whose eye severe. 
Compassion never melted v^rith a tear! 

Yet, left in silence to himself alone. 
Aghast he heaves the conscience -wounded groan J 
At evVy sound how horror heaves the sigh 1 
How dangers thicken on his straining eye \ * 
He sees her Phantom, formM by treacherous Love, 
Droop in the grot, and pipe amid the grove: 
He marks her mien of woe, her* cheek so pale, 
Ajid trembles at her shrieks that pierce the gale! 

At niglTl's deep noon what fears his soul invade ! 
'How wild he starts amidst the specterM shade I 
And dreading ev*ry hopeless hour the last. 
He hears the cajl of Death in ev'ry blast ! 

Such are thy Colleagues,* O thou patriot boy ! 
Whose heads and heartTs thy virtues dare employ; 
Who crouching at tli'y heels, like bloodhounds wait 
To fasteii on the vitals of the State ! 
5uch are the miscreants who wpuld rule the realm I 
Such the black pirates that would seize the helnv^ 

Had not I known thee, , the Muse had sworn. 

That, bJest to see the State to atoms torn. 

Hell with her host had drawn each damned plan. 

And for the murder nursM thy dark Divan. 

Speak— hath thy heart, with mad ambition fir*d, 
JLike Cromwell's, hot for pow'r, to thrones aspir'd ? 
Then* may thatyoi/ng^, old traitVous bosom feel 
The rapid vengeance of some virtuous steel ! 
Of what, to bosoms not quite flint, is worse. 
May iJeav'n with hoary age a Rebel ciirse; 
From sweet society behold him tprn, 
Condemu'd, like Cain, to walk the world forlorn ! 

* We must not forget, however, Messieurs their Graces oif R. 
and G., Harry D. cuniplurmitaliis, though they h^vc not the ho- 
iiQMr of being mentioned in our poetical calfiAdar. 

Thus 
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Thus rousM to anger for my Country's wrong, 
y The Muse, for vengeance paniinj^, pour M her $ong : 
But, ah ! rn vain, I wi^ih'ci the blessing mine. 
To plant a scorpion's sting in ev'ry line. 

Now Prui>bnce gently pull'd the Poet's ear, 

And thus the daughter of the Bluk-ey'd Maid,* 

In Flatt'ry's soothing sounds, divinely said, 
" O Peter I eldest-born of Phcebus, hear— 

" Whose verse could ravish Kings, relax the claw 
" Of that gaunt, hungry savage, chrislen'dLAW— 

I " Indeed thou want est vvoi^dly wisdom, Pj-iter, 

1 '* To mix a little oFi'ner with thy metre. 

I " Lo I ' if thine eye D a m e Fo r r u n e's smile pursues 

" To oily adulation prompt t;ie Muss. 

" Give for the future all thy rhymes to praise ; 

*' Stf^e to the glorious Pitt thy sounding lyre : 
" Thy head may then be crown'd with War ton *» bajd, 

" And iputton twirl with spirit at the fire." 
*' Prudence," quoth I, " indeed — indeed I can't : 
I " Don't ask'tne to turn rogue and sycophant !" 

i Now with a smile, first cousin to a grin, 

' Dame Prudence answer'd, bridling up her chin — 
f t* Sweet, ha raless, pretty, conscientious pigeon ! " 

" Ah ! Peter, well I ween thou art not rich : 
^ *' Know that thoul't die, like beggars, in a. ditch; 
" Know, too, that hunger is of no religion. 
f , ' - 

! " Sit down, and make a Horace imitation, 

: " Like Pope ; and let the stanza glow 

: " Wi^h praise of Afc««<»2/r5 Pitt and Co. 

'* The present wortliy Rulers of the Nation," 

;< With purs'd-up, .purianic mouth so prim, 

^ Thus spoke Dame Prudence to theBA^iDofWhim; 

^ • Minerva^ • . • 

D 2 Who 
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Who, with politeness seldom running o'cr^ 
For inspiration scratch^ his luneful sconce. 
To please Dame Oracle, for once— 

A DAftife, some say^ he never saw befar^. 



IMITATION OF HaRACE, 

(ODE JCII.-rBOOK I.) 

Om MfiftSIEURS PITT* AMD C O^ 

MUSE, having droppM Sir Joseph and the Kimg^ 
What sort of gentry shall we detgn to jsing ? 

Wlial high and nn|ftity name, that all adore? 
What mimstetJal wigfit'thetfHil^eseacli Cit, ' 

Wolt-like to howl for hotnpge to Kikg Pitt, 

And «et eacb fmoky.alehouiVj in a loar ; 
That sendff to counties, borough-towiM, his erknp^ 
^//a» his vole-seducing pimps, 
\ To bribe the mob wkh brandy, heer, -and song. 
To put their greasy fists -to Court Addresses, 
I'ul^ of professions kind, and sweet caresses. 

And with a fiddle lead the logs along i 

Shall Dor N FORD, king erf" wine, and mum, and perry, 
JJe crown'd with lyric bays, with Master Msrr v ; 
Two sages who, in diftVent places born. 
Chick Lane and Black Boy Alley did adorn. 
Or, Muse, suppose we sing King Pitt himself^ 
The greatest man on earth — ^ cunning elf, 

Whodrireil), jEHu-like, the Church and State t 
And, next to Royal Pitt, we'll sliig the Dame, 
Of open, genVous, charitable fame. 

Lamenting sad a Mom arch':* hapless fate : 

WI:qu 
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Who, thongh Uansfix'd by sorrow** dart «o cruel. 
So prutlenl, numbers e^cli bank-note and jewel ! 

Nor shall we by old Bacchus Weymouth pasj, 
A jolly fellow o'er his gjass. 

Nor^ ScHWKLLBNBERG, shalt tliou d shrimp appear^ ' 
Whose palate loves a dainty dish. 
Whose teL'lh in combat sliine with flesh and fish, ' . 

Whose Slrditz stomach holds a butt of beer j 
* Who soon shaft keep a saJeshop for good places, 

Fo which so oft llw people squabble. 
From gaping Cobblers lo tneir gaping Graces, 

And tims provide for great and little rabble. 

PII sing how calmly C- — u takes the bit. 
And trots &o mildly under Mas r«K Pit r : 

And 'Ji-=- — w, too, wiio none but Pit r could tame,. 
Who, West with Master Billy/s finest saddle, 
. No longer makes our brains wiih neighing addle-— 

No longer now Job's warhorse snorting flame ; 
But that slow brute whom few or none revere, 
Fam'dfor his fine base voice and lengtJi o£ear» 

Yet now so gentle, you may smooth his nose ; 

Poor Ch-c-llor* will make no riot : ' 

Calm in his stall his aged limbs repose. 

And pleased he eats his oats and hay in quiet!' 
A / 
This pair so tame, amid the courtier throng, | ' ; 

Shall drag their Master William's coach iaiong,.* 

And raise the wonder of the million ! 
Just like two bull-dogs in a country town. 
That gallop in their harness up and doWn, 

With Mo N s I E u a Mo n k e y for posti lion . 

We'll sing the Brothers of our loving Queeni 
Fine hungry, hearty youths as e'ef were seen :: 

• The name af the lior«c. * ' 

^ D 3 Who^ . 
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Who^ ff once try'jd« would shine^ I make no doubt ; 
And chiefly he who merils high rewards. 
Who, wriggling to the Hanoverian guard;*. 

Kept, the poor PriNck of Brunswick out. 
Although so brave a Prince, and spiJt his blood 
Jo freely for the King of England's* good. 

We'll sin^, top. Master Rollv, who, fiwid of fame, 
tiigh-darmgfrom the land of dumplings came. 

To bear the Mini STIR — to be his ass- 
Like coil] *ror B A L A A M '3 reasoning brute. 
That ciirry 'd Ba L A A M, B A L A K to salute. 

And curse the Israelites, alas ! 

And, lo ! as did the Lord — 

Who opM the mouth of B a la am's beas^i 
So hath our Lord; 'Squire Pitt, upon my word, 

Op'd Mftster Rol^b's to give the house a feasts 

Yet,hangkl Devonshire is by Aram! beat— 
A circumstance (hat wf ingR the Poet's soul ; 

For Balaam's Jack-ass madea»)ecch quite neat. 
Which never yet was done by Pitt's poor R-^. 

Or shall I sing old Cor m w a li^'s death. 
Or fierce SirBuLLFACR, who resign'd his breath * 
With brother Cornwall, in tb^ self-same year^r- 
Adown-righfbear ! , 
Who bade a Mon a u c h, like^ boy at school. 
Not spend his money like a f-«-^? 
We too might sing Uie King of Swine, 
Sir JosEFH peerless in the iatt'nlng line. 

We too may Brudenell sing,, who sometime since^ 
Admii'd and lov'd, ador'd and prais'd his Princej 

• This is scarcely credible, but it is nevertheless Ui]^.^Th« 
Shrlnce of Brunswick/s genius was forced to yield to the &u^erios 
^ne of the Queen's brother. 

\ Balaam's country seat. 

FoHow'd 
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FollovvM him, spaniel-like, about ; 
Swore himself black, poor fellow, in the face^ 
That he would ten times rather loose his place 

Than leave him — Thus said he with pniz^levout : 
But when it came to pass his HiGHNSsstry'd him« 
This false Apostle, PBTEft«Jike deny'd him ! 

WeNl sing Lord G a Lu>w a y, a man of nota. 
Who tum'd his tailor, much enraged, awajr» 

Because he stitchM a star upon his coat 
So small, it scarcely threw a ray : 

Whereas be wish'd a planet huge to il^me. 

To pai the moon's full orb to shame ; 

He wanted one .«o large, with rays so thicks 

As to eclipse the star of Sir John .Dick ! . 

Sir John, who got his star Sebright and slout^ 

For making su|)er-exceUent gour krotit.^ 

Or, Muse, suppose wesii^the Sf-**kB)4l^s wig» 

In which, His said, a world oi' wisdom lies | ^ 

Which lo a headpiece scarcely worth a fig. 

Importance gives that greatly dedi surprize* 
When through the dbaos of the house he bawli 
For Orosr, that oft fiies St. Stephen^s walls ; 
Driv'n by a host of scrapes, and haw^s, an4 huttt* 
And blowing noses, tiiat distract her drums. 

For, Muse, we cant well sing poor 0-«~Li.iMiead|» 
Because it wanteth eyes*— •imperfect creature 1 

Again — its lining happ'neth to be lead*^ 
Such are the whimsicalities of Nature : 

And thus the speaking head-piece is, no doubts 

As dark within as ceri^s *i\$ withoqt / 

Yet was this Youth proclaim^ a pretty sprig ; 
A very promising, a thriving twig, 

* This honour of the Star was really conferretl ort him brthe 
£mp r E(t OF Kvui A for furnishing the Russian Heet, iii^hepf Ci^ 
diterranean, with the sjbove cal;>bage manufactttr«,.tj(^ ibatpea 
their co^rase for a massacre of Uie poor I'urks. 

That 
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That by his parents dear was said would be. 

In tiui«, a very comely tree;* 

And, what tho>e parents dear wouUl also suit, 

Produ<e enormous quantities of fruit, 

B)*God''s good grace, and much good looking after— * 

A thought that now convulseth us with laughter i 

Suppose we chaunt'old Willis and his whip. 

At whidi the human hide revolts; 
Who bids, Hke grasshoppers, his pupils skip,, 

Atid breaks mad gentlemen like colts ; 
Or trains Ihem^ Hke a pointer, to his hand r 
And such the mighty Conjuror's command,. 
He, by tlie magie of sticks, ropes, and eyes. 
Commands wild FbtLf to be tame and wise.. 
Or grant we throw away a verse or two 

Upon the Bed cifA-M BE r's most idle Imps ;. 
Those Lords of gingerbread— a gaudy crew, 

Stickingtogelher just hke social shrimps J: ^ 

Regardless who the Slate-coach drives. 
So they may lead good merry, lazy lives ; 
PleasM e*en from devils to receive their pay,. 
So they, like moths ^ may flutter Hfe away !" 

P t TT shall the House of Com mo»8 rulej 

And eke of poor I kcu r a bl e s the school t. 

And poor on such the vengeance of his spleen' i 

As mianly think of H AUSTIN Gsahdthe — — !' ^ 

Od xti'monds PiTr and Co. shall largely fea'st, -r ^^ 

Knock dowa the nabobs„and exhaust the. East !. : V 

O Lady ! .whQvse great wisdom thinketh fit 
To spread'thy pettfcqat o'er Vyri.juiAM Pitt ! 
This William Pitt and Thou, without a joke',. 
Will turn out most ext?apcdinary fojk ! , . 

Pitt and the Petticoat shallrule together,^! 

Ea<?h;with ^he, other vastly taKen>;. - /. ■ 

Make,' when ibey choose, or fair or filthy :W6a(her^. 

And-cut. up kingdoms just like bacon I. 

-XHUS 
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THUS having finish'd^PRVOENCs, with aslare, 

ExclaimM, " Rank irony ! thou wicked Poel/'— 
Quoth I, '* Mjr iktie Presbytertan Mr, 

" I know it/'— 
** Ah V* quoth this Dame again, with lifted eyes^ 
** When will this stupid world be wiseP* 

"Ah! had ihepRincE his proper infract felti 
" And like Bu c kt ^ a lu 3 the ramous, knelt 

" To take Pitt Ajlrxandek on his back, 
" He might have ambled prettily along, 
" And very rarely fek his rider's thong*^- 

" Just now and then a gentle smack, 
" TMnforn his royal colt what bkimo rodehioi« 
•• And with snch dignity bestrode hira. 

** Yc« — lisd his Highness but vouchsaPd to stoop, 
" With ht(VD'n-hom Pjtt he mieht have eathii soup, 
" JoyM in the full possession of his wishes, 
" And with his servant shar'd the loaves and fishes !*• 



\ ^ X ODE XII, Lib. I. AD AUGUSTUM. 
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QUEMvirum aui Jieroa fyra vel acn 
Tibia sumet ctlebrare, Clio? 
Quern deumf ci/jus recinet jocosa 
Noftten imago, ' 

jiut iif wmbrosii Heliconis oris, 
Aut super Pindo, gclidore in Hccmo f 
Unde votalem temert insequiUct 
Orphea sylvw, 



AHe< 
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Aite imucrna rapidas inorantan 
Flvminum lapsus, celeresque ventos/ 
Blandum df aurUas fidibus canoris 
Ducere quercus. 

Sttiid prius dicam solitis Parentis 
Laudibus f qui res fiominu?n ac deorum. 
Qui mare ^ terras, variisque mundum. 
Tentperat hoi^isf 

Unde nil majiis generaiur ipso. 
Nee vifjret q u idquam fimile aut secundum : 
Proximos itli lamen occupavit 
' Pallas fumores. 

Praliis audax neque te sileho 
Liber, Sf scevis inirnica vij-go 
Beiluis: nee te metuende certa,, 
Phabe, sagitta^ 

Dicam 4r Alceiden ; puerosque Leda, 
JIunc equis, ilium superare pugnis 
Nobilem: quorum simul albanautis 
Stella refulsit, 

Defluit saxis agitatus humor: 
ConcidutU venti, fugiuntque nubes : 
Et minax, quod sic voluere, ponto 
Unda recumbiL 

Romulum post hos prius, an qiiiettan 
Fompill i'tgnum memorem, an superbos 
Turquini fakes, dubito, an Calonis 
Nobile lethum, 

Begnhim, 8f Scauros, animceque magnos 
Prodiguni Paulum, svperaiue P<tnOp. 
Cratus ifisigni refcram Canuena, 
Fabikiumque. 

Jlunc,^ 



I 
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ITimc, 4* ir^omptU Curium capiUtit 
Utileni bello tuiit, 4* Camiliym 
StEva Pauper tas, 4r avitui apto 
Cwn lore funduM. 

Crescit occuUo velu arBor avo 
Fixnui Marcclii : tnicat inicr amna 
Juliwn Jidus, teiut inter ignes 
Luna Tninores, 

Genlis humanie pater atque custoi, 
Orte Saiurno, tibi cura magni 
Casaria fatis data ; tu iecundo 
Casare r^gnea, 

IIU seu Parthof Latio inmdnente$ 
Egerit justb domiios triumpho, 
Sive subjectosOrientU oris 
Serai 4* Jndos: 

Te minor latum reget mquut arbem: 
Tu gravi curru qwities Olympum, 
Tuparum castis irdmica mittcs 
Fulffdna lucit. 
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«' Qui vent peiDdre pourl'Iiqmortalite, 

" Doit pci;idred«l Sots,*' Fomtenum* 
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TO THE READER. 

THE rSgc for historical Pictures in this kingdojti, so 
nobly rewarded by Messrs. Bfxy dell and Macklin, 
liath, with the great encouragement of tw6 or three of 
the principal Muses, tem{)ted me to offer subjects to the 
labourers in the graphic vineyard. When Shakespeare 
' and Milton are exhausted, I may presume thai the fol- 
lowing OdiEs, HTalefs, and Hints^ m pr>eFerence to the 
labours ofany other of oiir Bfitrsh Bards; may be adopt- 
ed by the brush of Genius. Had I not thus stepped 
forward as the champion of my own merit, which is 
deemed so necessary now-2kdays for the obteiUion of 
public notice, not only by authors, but by t^te-makers, 
perfumers, elastic truss and parliament speech rarkers, 
&c. who, in -the daily newspapers, are- the heralds of 
their own splendid abilities, I mi;5ht possibly be pass- 
ed by without observation, and thus a great part of a 
poetical immortahty be sacrificed to a pitiful mauvaue 
honic. ' 
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SCENE^.TIIE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

13EACE and good-will to this fair meeting ! 
I come ni»t with houility, but j^reeting; 
Not eagle-like lo scream, but dove-like coo It : 
I come not with liie sword of vengeance, rhyme, 
^ To slash^and act as journey man to Time — 
The Go D himself is just arriv'd to do it» 

To make each feeble figure a poor corse, 
I come not with the shafts of satire sporting ; 

Then view me not like Slubbs's slariiij^ horse, 
With terror on th' approaching lion snorting ; 

I come to bid the hatchet's labours cease. 

And smoke with friends the calumet of peace. 

Knight of the polar star, or bear, don't start. 

And, like some long-car'd creatures, bray, " What art!'* 

Sir William, shut )our ell-wide^mouth of terror; 
I come not here, believe me, lo complain 
Of such a!f dar'd employ thy building brain. 

And criticise an economic error*, 

* A large portion of the Royal Academy, raised at an extra- 
ordinary expence, fell to the giound lately j but as the Knight 
i«a favourite at Court, no harm is done. The nation is ahle to 
rear it again, which will be a benciit ticket in Sir William's way* 

E 2 I com« 
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I cpme not here to call thee knave or fool; 

And bid ihee seek again Palladio's school; 

Or copy Heav'n, who formMxhy head so thick, 

To give stability to stone and brick : 

No — 'twould be cruel now to make a rout; 

The very atones already have Qry'd out. 

I come not here, indeed, new cracks, to spy. 
And call thee for the workmanship hard names ; 

To point which wing «hall next forsake the sky,, 
And tumble in the Strand, or in the Thames. 

Nor come I here io cover thee with shamc^ 

For putting clever Academic men* 

Like calves or pi^s into a pen, 
To see the King of England and hit dame« 

'MV§i carts and coaches^ golden horse and foot ; 

'Midst peopled windows, chimnies and old wafis; 
^Midst marrowixmes and.cleavers, fii'e and flute. 

Passing in pious j^ilgrimage to Paul's : 

Where, as the show of gingerbread went by. 
The rain, as if in mockery from the sky, 
Dr-ibbled on ev'ry academic nob. 
And wanh'd each pigtail smart, and powderM bob ; 

WaNh'd many a visage, black, and brown, and fair. 
Giving lo each so picturesque an air — 
Resembling that of drooping, rain-soak'd fowls. 
Or, what's a better picture, parboil'd owls ; 
Whilst thou, great Jove upon Olympus aping. 
Didst sit majestic, from a window gaping, 

• Sir William actually gave orders for the non-admission of the 
Royal Academicians into the Academy, lo see the Royal pro- 
cession to St. Paul's, as he had some women and children of his - 
acquaintance who wished to see the show. Half a dozen boards 
. were consequently ordered to be put together on the outside of 
the building for their recejnion. 

OWest! 
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West ! that fix'd and jealous eye forbear^ 

Which scowling markfs the bard with doubt and fc»r ; 

Thif forms are sacred From my wrath divine ; 
Twere cruel to atiatk >iich crippled creatures^ 
So very, very feeble in their natureji. 

Already gasping in a deep decline ! 

1 seek thera not with <;calping thoughts indeed ! 
Too great my soul to bid the figure* bleed : 
May peace and happiness attend Vm ! 
Where'er they go, poor imps, God mend 'em ! 

I come not to impart to thee the crime 
Of over-dealing in the true sublime ; 

I scorn with malice thus thy fame to wound ;. 
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt- thy trade. 
That loo divine effects of light Jind shade 

Were ever 'midst thy labours to be found. 

Nor sweai*, to blast one atom of thy merit, 

Thatelegance,expression, spirit. 

Too strongly from the canvass blaze. 

And damn thee thus wiih Rafhabl's praise :. 

Besides, against the stream I scorn to lush ;* 

The world ne'er said,, nor thought it of thy brush.. 

Were I to write thy epitaph, I'd say,» 
" Here lies below a painter's clay, 

** Who work'd away most furiously for Kings ; 
" Anfl prov'd that fire of inclination 
*' For pleasing the great Ruler of a Nation, 

" Aiid tire of genius, are two diff'rent things."' 

Nor come I hpre to inform some men so wise. 

Who shine net. yet upon tbe R. A. list, 
That limbs in spasms and crack'd, and goggling eyes, , 

With grandeur cannot well exist. 
Nay, let it be recorded in my r-h) ra<», 
Qonvulsions cannot give the true sublime. . 

E 3 Sainti 
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Saint Vitus miglil be virtuous to Romaiiee — 
Peace to the manes of that capering Saint f 
Yet let roe tell the soris of painty 

Sublimity adorneth not his dance. ' 

Wide saucer eyes, and dire distortion^ 
Will only make a good abortion. 

Ye landscape-painters, loay your gold streams sleep-*- 
Sleep, golden skies and bulls, and golden cows. 

And golden groves ani^i vales, and golden sheep» 
And golden goats, the golden grass that browze. 

Which with such golden lustre fiame. 

As beat the very golden frame. 

Peace to the scenes of Brrmtngham's bright school t 
Peace to the brighter scenes of Ponly pool ! 

' AwM I approach, ye sov'jreigns of the brush> 
With1VioD£S^Y^s c'ompanion sweet, a blush. 

And hesitation nat'ral to her tongue ;: 
And eye so diffident, with beam so mild. 
Like Eve's when Adam on her beauties smil'd,. 

And led her blushing, nothing loatli, along,. 
To give the lady a green gown so sw^et. 
On beds of roses, Lo v £'s delicious seat ^ 

Yes, sober, trembling, Quaker-like, I come 
To this great Do m k. 

To offer subjects to the sons of paint : 
AcQept the pleasant tales and hints I brtn^. 
Of Knight and Lord, axid Commoner, anS King^ 

Sweeter than history of embowelPd saint ; 
Or martyr, beat like Shrovetide cocks with-bats,. 
And fir'd like turpentined poor roasting rats. 

Inimical as dogs to pigs, 

Oc w Loil and rain to powdered wigs. 



Olr 
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Qr mud from kennels to a mtlk*vhile stocking ; 
Hostile ip Petb&'s phiz a« ii a pest^ 
Why springs the man of histVy, Mi4er Wkst, 

And cries, " Oif, off! your tale^ and itints are slu>cking | J 

" Inventions — i'abricalions— lies— damn M lies ! 

** Kings^ and the world besidef , tUy spile despise. 



" Sir, you're a liar, cv*ry body know* it, 
" Sir, ev'ry stupid sUnsa shows it : 

" Sir, yOu know nothing of a King and Queen ; 
*' In spheres too high their orbs superior roll, 
"By thy poor little grov'ling, mole-ey'd «ou^ 

" Thou outcast of Parnassus, to be seen. 

" Sir, they do M>nour to their god-like station, 
" The two first turotnaries of thenation, 

" So meek, good, gen'rous, virtuous, humble, wise ; 
i " Whilst thou, a savage, a great fopl so fat, 

j " CursM with a eonsctence blacker dian my liat, 

" Art rival tolhat fiend the Prince of Lies. 

i ** Go^ pour thy venom on ray Lea a *— 

" A whisper, Hopkins, Sternhold, in thy car: 

L " Kiiig Lka a., to mortify tliee, goes 

\ " Where Ma>»<?ty delights with Wbst4o prate, 

I •' Much raor4; than Mini<iters of State— ' 

^ " Where thou shall never, never show thy nose ! 

** Where Pages fancy it a heinous crime, 

** Thou toul-raouth'dtcllow, tarepeatthyf rhymes 

** Where cvVy cook,, it is my firm belie Ji 
** Wou!d nobly make it a religious pointy 
** Rather than put thy trash upon a joint, 

*^ To let the fire coiisoming burn the beef*. 

• A pretty iron-staring sketch now in the Exhibition. - 

f Here Mr. West is mistaken. The works of the Li/ric Hord^ 

handsomely bound in vnorocco leather, are now in the Library at 

tfie Queen's Pabce :^hlj Mi3c>ty hasjdoiic more — ^he has written 

notes on the Odes. Happy Poet, to have a Kinf^ for a commenlaiori 

^ There's 
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'* There's not a shopkeeper in Wind f>or town 
" That would not hang thee, shoot thee, stab thee^ 
" drown; 

" That doth not damn th^ stuff*, thy odes and tales ; 
" That doth not think thy works would give disease 
** To ev'ry thing they wrappM-^te breavl, to cheese-; 

*' Nay, give contagion to a bag of nails, 

" The very Windsor dogs andcats^ 
" The very Windsor owls and bats, 
*' Would l)owl and squall, and hoot and shriek,. to naecti 
. " Like thee a ragamuffin in the street, 

" The servant maids of* Windsor, from each shop,, 
'* Some pointing brooms, and some a scornful mop, 
" Their loyal sentiments would disembogue, 
'*• And taunting cry, ' There goes a lying rogue.* 

*' Behold, rank impudence thy rhymes inspire ; 

" Consummate insolence thy verse provoke!? 
" Fool ! to believe thy muse a muse of fire ! 

" A chimney-sweeper's drab,. a miise of smoke.. 

♦' The very bellraanfs rhymes possess more merit,.- 
" Nay, t Nichols' magazine exceeds in spirit :, 
" A printer's devil, with conceit so drunk, 
" Who publishes for gentleman and trunk} 

** Who sets up author on old Bowj^er^s scraps ; 
*' Eowyer, whose pen recorded all the raps 
*' That hungry authors gave to Bowyer's door, . 
5*. To swell the curious literary store;: 

» Neither is this true, the woFks of the sabHrne- Bard -arc sold-. 
publicly at Windsor. 

f Mister West is not a judge. John's Magazine \i. a iZ^ farrago, 
possessing, however, the merrt of being more in quantity than o- 
Idier magazines: as for the gualily, John, who is a most excellent 
lfrt(/M/;ia«,_deenjcth .h of no importance,. 
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" Who on a purblind * ajitiquarian's back, 
'* A founder'd, broken winded hack, 

" Rides out to find old farthings, nails, and bones ; 
" On darkest coins the brightest legend reads, 
" On troceless copper sees imperial heads, 

" And makes inscAiptions older than the stones. 

" Too bids, to give his customers surprise, 

" A Druid altar from a pigstye rise. 

" Yes, Nicholas, aping wisdom thro' his glasseij 

" Thee, thee Apollo's scavenger, surpasses. 

** Soon, shall wesec the Fleet thy carcase wring,* 
" Mean thro' the jprison grate lor farthings angling, 

" Suspending feet o! stockings by a string, 
" Or glave or nightcap for our bounty dangling i 

" Whilst iMUtng from thy mouth begrim'd with bvard^ 
" Thy pale nose poking through tby prison hole, 

" The hoUow voice ofm'n'ry will be heard, 
" ' Kind ge'mman, pity a poor hungry soul : 



11 



' Have pity on a prisoner's case so shocking— 
' Good lady, put a farthing in the stocking I" 



I What impudence thus bold a face to push, 
' AfniVl with a winking lighi of paltry rush, 

*' As if with Truth's bright torch, into our room; 
" To dart on ignorance the mncy'd rays— 
" To bid of barbarism the empire blaze, 

" And kiiid illumine Ereor's midnight gloom ! 

" Get out, and pertly don't, come troubling me; 
" A dog is better company than iltee" 

Tlius cries the King's great Painter to the Bard ! 
Such is oi peerless Odes the base reward ! 

* What a virulent attack on the penetrating and lahorious 
Mr.,Gougb, of Enfield ! Can any thing be more bitter against aii 
antiquarian hero of the first fame, for ev.cr at fisticuflfs with //;»(*, 
to make him disgorge the go9diAin§i he bas been, for such a se- 
Tici of ages, devouring [ 

I thank 
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I thank ye — much obltg'd i*^e, Mi«!ter West, 
For thoughts so kind, and prettih ex p rest : 

Yet won't I be refus'd, I woirt iudeed ; 
You must, you shall, have tale, and ode, and hint ; 
This memory of minecontainsamint : 

And thus, in bold defiance, I proceed. 

Yet mind me, as to our bright King and Qru e e N",, 
I7i«r names are sacred from the Poet's spleen — 

Peace to their reign ! they feel no more ray jokes^ 
Whether to Hanover they wisely roam, 
- Or full aft wisely count their cash at home : 
My satire shall not hurt the gendtfolks^ 

Pleas'd in a hut to broil my mutton bone^ 
1 sigh not for the ven'son of a throne : 

Nay, slavery doth not with my pride agree 
A toad-eater's an imp I dont admire; 
Nor royal small-talk doth my soul desire: 

I've seen my Sov'reigns — that's enough for me* 



A THOUSAND themes for canvas I could name. 
To give the artist beef and fame : 

Lo 1 * Hodsell in his country seat so fin(*. 
Where, 'midst his tulips, grin stone apes with parrots^ i 
Wh^e Neptune, foams along a bed of carrots,. 

Instead of cleaving through his native brine ;. 

Where Ph oesus strikes to cabbages his strings ;■ 
Where Love o'er garlick waves his, purple wings;. 

Where Mars, to vanquish beets, heroic leans 5 
And, arm'd with lightnings, with terrific eyes, 
Tliw great and mighty JBLui^KR of the skies^ 

Sublimely thunders through a bed of beans ; 

• A merchant of taster 

CIqs© 
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Close by wl)o<;e side the hay -makers 'a^re mating, 
^nd Dulchmeti to their knees in onions'skaiting* 



A Mighty Warrior in the House of Lords, 

SwaliOwing» alas 1 a bitter, bilter pill ; 
Eating, poor man, his own sad words. 

Exceedingly against his noble will ; 

Whilst Rawpon by his side, with martial face, 
Coramandeth him to swallow wilii a grace ; 
Would make an inteiesLing scene, indeed. 
And show the courage of King Cliarles's breed I 

How like a Doctor, forcing down the throat 
Of some poor puling child a dose of salts. 
At which its little soul revolts. 

With wriggling limbs, wry mouths, and piteous note} 

Yet forc'd to take the fornidable purge, 

Or taste a bitterer dose, the threatened scourge 1 

Or Richmond,* watchful of the Staters salvation, 

Sprinkling his ravelins o'er the pale nos'd nation-| 

Now buying leathern boxes up by tons ; 

Improving thus the bodies of great guns ; 

Guns blest with double natures, mild and rough. 

To give a broadside, or a pinch of snuff. 

Or Richmond,! at th' enormous reckoning struck. 

At Portsmouth battling hard about a duck. 

A cer- 

* The Duke absolutely ord<Tcd cannon to be made of leather, 
from a snuff-box -maker, which, at ,Woolvvich, on. Saturday the 
second day of May, 1789, were seriously tried, and, like many a 
nobleman> found too f 0/7. 

t At Portsmouth hisGrace, not lonjsince bespoke a dinner for a 
few friends; and because no fork had entered aroastcd diuk,Charles 
Lenox, Duke of Richmond, Earl of M.\rch, Master General of the 
Ordance, Lord Lieutenant and Custos Rotulorum of the county of 

Su$<ex, 
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A certain high and taighty Duchess, 
Hugging her husband in her cat-like clutches. 

Biting and tearing him with brandy zeal; 
Whose flax in heaps is seen to fly around. 
Whilst he, pale wight, emits a plaintive sounds 

like animals that furnish man with veal ; 

Would make another pleasing scene. 
Showing themettJe of an arrant Quean ; 
Ix^nging to shine a first-rate star at Court, 
For satire's pen, a subject of rare sport ; ,' 
Longing to purify a luckless blood,. 
Deep-stain'd, and smelling of its native mud* 

' The valiant Gloster at the army's head. 
Draw ^ as the glorious Macedonian youth. 

In battle:, galloping o'er hills of dead, 

Wouli gJow with such an air of truth !— 

Not on a Jackast mounted, but a steed 

Of eld Bucephulu^s breed. 



SAins&'RY examining the iron hands 

Of Fame's and sweet St. Giles's blackguard bands. 

That clap our Kings to Parliament and Play— 
Salisb'ry, too, guaging all their ^ping throats. 
Exciseman-like, to find the best for notes. 

That money mayn't be thrown away: 
Resolv'd from those same legions of vulgarity. 
To get full penny worths of popularity ; 
Resolv'd his master shall be fairly treated. 
And not, as usual, by his servants cheated. 

Sussex, Duke of Lenox in Scotland, and Aubigny in France, 
Knight of the Most Noble Order of the Garter, &c. thoirght it a 
grievouf imposition, and ordered the landlord of the inn to de- 
duct the eighteen pence, tbe price bf the ducJt, from.the bill, 
which was done accordingly* 

Suppose, 
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Suppose to give this huixioitr*1<iViilg Me 
A pretty opportunity 1 o smile, . 

You paint the ^Solo aon of yon £im'<l pbce«* 
Where Ur Pm juosoruY, the beavnly dame^ 
Bj barb'rous usage cover'd deep/wttkshamet 

No logger shtms her ex'il'd fece ; 
Where c<-nr« percaU^ in value rite. 
Toads, tadpoles, grasshoppers^ ^od iflier^ " 

Suppose you pmnt Sir Jo^ern a3l so^ UeM, 
Whhmany a parasitical dear guest, 

SwoPn by their ^att'riesas aUadder^ig^ 
Throwing away of learning such a waste, 
Andproiring hiseapecior^ssktaMe, - ' 

%fwaikJwingtbftsiiiMiiofapig^ ' ^ 



f ITT trying to unclench Britahki a's fist. 

Imploring raeiasy ftir a Km^ ; 
Telling loost sournful tales oi civil Hst, 

The Lady's tender heart to wring ; 
Tales of expetnce; Ah> efiect of Doclors^ biUs, 
High price of blisters, boluscR, and pils ; 
Long journey to lb St. Paul's, t' oblige the naition. 
And give God humble thanks for reiitoralion ; 
Britannia, v^ith arch look, the wtiile. 
Partaking strongly of a smile. 
Pointing to that huge d6me,t the naiion'i^ wealthy 
Where jseorfc somethnes place their catih by stealth. 
And, all all ^o modcitt with their ^secret steve, 
laform the world tliey V« ^dor, ye^ very poor, ' 



'^ The Royal Society. . f TbeBsn it of England. 
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BRVDENeLX. and Stmonds * with each other vytni^. 
Sweet youths ! for little Norman's f favours sighing, 

A picturesque effect would form-: 
That hug^ng mother for the daughter's xrharms ; 
JTiis, with the yielding damsel in Ms arnts. 

Taking the citadel by storm : 
That, running with the girl in triumph off; 
Tkis with the dog, the mother, and the mu4^. 



A GREAT Law Chief, whom God nor Demon scarce 
ConpelPd to knee! and pray, j who swore his pray'rs; 

The dev^l behind him, pleased and grinning. 
Patting the angry lawyer on' the. shoulder. 
Declaring nought was ever bolder. 

Admiring such a novel'mode of^inning : 

Like this, a subject would be reckoned rare. 
Which proves what blood*garoe infidels can dare ; 
. Which to my memory brinp a fact. 
Which nothing but an EngUsh tar would act. 

In ships of war^ on Sunday, pray*rs are giv'n ; 
For, though so wicked, sailors think of Heav'n, 

Particularly in a storm. 
Where, if they find no brandy to get drunk. 
Their souls are in a miserable funk ; 

Xlien vow they to th* Almighty to reform. 
If in his goodness only <mce,.oiice more. 
He'll suffer him to clap one foot on shore* 

• Lord 3. and Sir Richard S.'s coatest for the charmingpriie . 
is well known to the Opera-House. 
f A pretty black-eyed Figurante at the Opera; 
I On the thanksgiving day at St. Paul's, 

Itl 
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^a calms, indeed, or^nUe airs, 
.They ne'er on week -Says pester Heav'n with pray'rs ; 
For *tk amongst the Jades a common saying, 
'' Where there's no danger, there's no need of praybg.'* 

Oiie Sonday morning all were met. 

To hear, the parson preach and pray. 
All but a boy, who, willing to forget 

Tliat pray'rs were handing out, had stolen away ; 
And^thmking praying but a useless task. 
Had crawrd, to take a nap, into a cask. 

The mMrAcr was found missinj^ ; and foil soon 
The boatswain^s cat sagaaout smelt him out ; 

Gave him a clawing to some tun^— 
This cat's staousm Germain to the Knout* 

** Come out^ you sculking dog,*' the boatswain crjp4c 
• " And save your damn'd young sinfiil soul /* 
He then the moral-mending cat apply'd. 
And tum'd him like a badger from hb hole« 



Sulky, the boy raaicb'd on, nor teem*d to mind htm, 
Al^ough the boatsf^ain flogging kept behind him, 
•• Fteg," cr/d the boy, " Bog— curse me, flog a wayi 
'' PU g9— but mind— God d-mn me if I'U/iray.'' 

# A common panishmcal in Rnsfilk 
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THA 

KING OF SPAIN. ^ 

AND THE 

H O R S £ 

In seventeen huiidre4 sev'ntj-cigbt. 

The rich, the prpud, the potent King of Spam^ , 
Whose ancestors sent forth their troops, to smite 
' The peaceful natives of the western main. 
With faggots and the bk)od-cielighting swoki^ 
To play^the^devjl, to oblige tlie Lord ; 

For buntttig,. roasting heretics, and boilki|^ , ' 
Baking and barbecuing, frying, broiling. 

Was tl)ciught Heav'n's cause amasingly to further; • 
For which post pious reasoh, hard to work 
Thej went, with gim and dagger, knife and fbirk. 

To charm U)e God of mercy with their murther I 

I say,.tJ3k:Kii>gJf!:fev'Aly'»eigbtvSiuw^y*d/ . 

In tapestrj so ricJi pouctray'd, ; ,, 

A horse w-itb.*tifiups,-crupper, bririiej «^dle: 
W*ithin4h6 stirri^, lo l th^ Mwaxch tryM . ^ 
To fix his foot, the palfry to bestride ; 
- In vain !i— heeoiild ool o^er the palfry straddle ! 

Stiff as a tu^k the beast 6f yarn remain^d^ 
And cv*ry effort of the King disdained, . .- ' 

Who 'midst his hbours to the ground was tumbled^ 
And greatly merlifiedBs well as humbled* 

Prodigifms was the struggle of the day ; 
.The horse attempted not to run away ; 

At wliich llie poor chaPd Monarch now 'gangrin^ 
And 'J wore by ev 'ry saint and holy martyr. 
He would not yiuid the traitor quarter. 

Until he got possession ot^ b^is sktn» 

^ •• ■ *'• '-Not: 
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Not fiercer hm*d La Mkncha's knight. 

High! QvixoTB, at a puppet show/ 
Did with more valour stoutly fight. 

And terrify each little squeaking foe; 
When bf^d he piercM the lines immorta' frav; 
And broke their pasteboard bones, and stabbM theif 
bearts of hay. 

Kot with more energy and furr 
The beauteous street-walker of Drury 

Attacks a sister of the ^tmuggling trade* 
Whose winks, and nods, and sweet re.4tstiess tnile, 
Ab, me ! her parantour beguile. 

And to her oed of healthy straw persua^Ie; 
Where mice with mu ^ic charm, ana vermin crawl. 
And snaik with stiver tiacea deck liie wmil. 

•And now a cane, and now a whip he us'd ; 
And now he kickM, and sore the palfry bratsM ; 
Yet, io ! the horse seero'd patient at each kick. 
And bore with , Christian spirit whip and stick ; 
And what excessively provoked this Prince, 
The horse so stubborn scornM ev'n once to wince. 

Now rush'd the Monarch for a bow and arrow. 
To shoot the rebel like like a sparrow ; 
And, Io ! with shafts well steerd, with afl hit fofoe. 
Just like a pincushion, he stuck the horse ! 

Now with the fury of the chaPd wild boar. 
With nails and teeth the wounded horse he tote ; 

Now to the floor he biought the stubborn beast ^ 
Now o'er the vanquished botse that darM rebel. 
Most Indian-like, th^ Monarch gave a yell, 

PleasM on the quadruped his eyes to feast ; 
Blest as Achilles, when with fjtal wound . | 

He brought the mighty Hsctoh to thegsound* 

I 
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Yet more to gratify his godlike m. 
He. vengeful flan^ the pal fry in the fire ! ^ 
Showing his. pages round, poor (rerhbling thing9» 
How dangerous to resist the will of Kin^s. 



LORD BRUDENELL Aif:i> vm EUNUCH. 

' A LOR D, HKHit musically mad , 
Yet wiUh a tasjle sup«daiively bad, . 

AskM a squeal euinich io.his houte omda^ } 
A poor old semvir, who«e throat 
Had' lost it« love-nKsoundiAg note, \ 

Which Ar* Ji*d giv'n mi Ti hm bad stolen a«va^. 

'* Signor Sau44*^iN«/' wkhg jwkqap ak,. 
The LoK v b^an«gfav« risi«tg fr^m bi« chaiff^ 

T^k inKS^vAitiNi kindly by the ha^nd^-^ 
" Signor SauAtiNi »iich 1 fear* 
'* Fve got a mp^t unkjcky ear* 
. '^ jfiM that 'tis kii0\^n to Wi («beiiui»i€ baoil. 
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Fond of abus«, eaehfiddJiiig^coKCoiub carpus;: 
•* And true it Is, I don't know flats from sli^irps ; 

** Indeed, Signor SauAtiN.^, ^is no hum i 
" So ill doth music with my organs suit, 
" I scarcely know a fidciie from a flute, 

'* Th6 hautboifi from, the double drum. 

" Now though with Lords* a number, of thi^s nation^ 
" I go to Operas, more through fashion 

" Than for the love of musrg, I cpuM wi«h 
'* The world might think I hadsora^ little tastc^* 
•' That tliose two ears were tolemWy chaste;. 

" But^ Sir, I am asstupfd as a fisH. 

" Get me the credit of a Co^»05c«tfc, 
/' Gold shan't be wantiug t^ content ye/*" 

SmvMmof 



" Bravimmo ! my Lq«:/* i^pl^'d SittUALiiix^ •• 

With acquiespeotbow^aad smile of sti^i|^4 • 

** De nobleman muss pever look de Qinny/'— 
" True/' grunts the noWc Lord, wkb Gernbb 
glavity. 

** My. Lor, Tcn men ▼sntHioneyifider purser 
• ** Dey do no vant de votld to tink dem poor | 
•* Because,^roy Lor, dat be von shabby curse ; 
" Dis all same ting wid 4g;norancc, my Lor*'* 

" Right/^ cryM liis Lordship in a grumbling tone^ 
Mush like »iiiastt^j«alous oi hit bone. 

** But first I want sane tecfanicaU, Signar.^— 
Bowbg, the Eunudi an^iv^'d*— " h% mv Lor : 

" I teash yoiH- JJirdsliip (fited^ly, cyieekly aU*-^ 
'' Derevat oe^all d^softWHiP not£^ 
" Dat be ven singer oppen vide de troatj 

'* And dei^ for long time make de sqiuMvl, Mfmwl^ 
*' squawli 
" Mush long, long note^ dat do continue while 
•* A man, my Lor, can valk^a mile. 

" My Lor, derKkewtflehedecTMno^s^Nr^ 
" As if de singer vat in gceef, or sick, 
^ ** And had de eolick-^-^t be ver, ver fine : 

** De high, oh,.dat nMifiictaii ciali 9Qprunoi 
. *f De low voice, bmna ; de soff note ptooo*- 

" Bravoura, queek, boU^-bete-Macchesi shioe.. 

" Dis Mara,, loo, and BiHmgton, do know-*-- 
( ",i^//ffgTO, quJck; ildbgso, be de slow ; 

'* Pompo30i cM be mamrn make de roar : 
** Maestoso^ dat lie slew, ^rand, nobei Ung, 
" Mush likede voi6e ofEnvperor, er de &»f^^ 
" Or jfOfi, my Lor, 
I ' ** When in de House you m^ke de grand oHilion, 
. ' ** For save, my Lwr, de xwble Engji* wUioo. 

I ■ ^Da 

1 



M tVB^BCTS FOR FAfVTIJlF* 

•• Da Capi^ dal's, my Lor, bejin again> 
" And end, my Lor, wid de first strain.** 

Tbus having giv'n hii levson, aa4l a bow,. s 

With high com I lacency his Lortiship sniil'd : 

Unravell'd was his LordshipN pucker'd brow. 
His scowling eye, Vke Lu n a 's beams, so" mild i 

Such is th* effect, when ffatt'rics sweet cajole 
That praise-ail mtrirg vi ighi yclep*d the souF; 
And from the dy^y^ of Ada m Ms the case. 
That great's the sympath^r 'iwixt soul and face. 

*' Signor Squ A ljmi," cryM the happy Lord^ 

^ The Op*ra is begun upon my word— 

** Alhru, Signor, and hear me*— mind,. 

•* A« soon as ever you shall find 

•* A singerN voice above or under pitch, 

*' Just touch my toe, or give my arm a twitch.^ 

•♦ Iss,. iss, ray Lor, (the Eunuch strait reply*d> 

•• My Lor»I sheet close by your Lordship side ;. 
•• And den, accordin to your Lordship wish, 
•* 1 give your Lordship elbow littel twish."* 

Now to the Opesa, music's sounds to hear,^ 
Tfie old Castcato and the noble Peer . 

Proceeded — Near the orchestra they sat,. 
Before the portals of the singers' throats ! 
The critic couple mousing tor bad notes 

WHh all the keenness of a hungry cat. 

Now came an OHt''qf-4tinish note— - 

The Eunuch twich'd his Lordship's coat r 

Full-moutkM at once his Lordship roarM out ^'Psha l^ 
Sudden the occhestsaj, amaz'd, turn round . 
To find frem whence arose the critic sound. 

When, lo! they heard the Lord, and saw ! 

The Eunuch kept most slily twitching; 
His frowning Lordship all the while,. 
(Not in the cream of courtly style) 



f^-dogging this poor singer, that be-bitckHi^ ; 
Unkingr, (ooy » Itosi of 4aiQning p9ka$, 
Reap'd a most plenteous harvest of applause ; 
\. Grew from that hour a Lord of tuoeiiii skill, 
i Aod, though the Eunuch's dead, remains so 6tiD« 



TO THE ACADEMICIANS. 

CUPFOSE you paint the Devil, with smllfng mien 
^ Whisp'ring deceit to ar^ King or Queen, 

^Tis what the prince of soot hiith often done : 
For, lo ! w'i{!kk*manf a King and manjr a Queen, 
In close confab the gentleman U 'seen^^ 

With such hath Sataft' oft li woHH bf'ftin $ ' 
More fun, or diadeots are Munich bely'dv 
Thati all the little undM^wQiid' besioe t- 

The Devil's btMIow of Much sterlings humour^ 
if we maj crcdti piiblib rumour ; 

And all so civiLtn eaoh aet and look, 
Tj^g. ' whensoever v»e incHne 
On some.rare dish of sin to dirte, - • . 

We can't employ a readier, nicer cook. 

Who, too^ so generous, disdain's 
To take a sixpence for his pains— ' 

Nay, at our money would be vext: 
Happy-to please us greiit with his art, ' 
Provided, whemfumi- tilts world we depart, 

Wejoin his/re-n'tfe in thenext. ' ^ 

LikeGtoutrESTEi, who foj: pay can leave lils party 
Some years ago I join'd his corps so he*irt-y, 

ThirJcing the Prince of Erebus ill treated ; ^ 
Fir'dijy the subject, in my rhyming roode^ 
} complimented Satan with an Ode, 

Which, for the brushmens' sake, shall be repeated. 

*. ' ODE 
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ODE TO THE DEVIL. 

INGRATim ODI. 

PRINCE of the dark abodes ! I ween. 
Your Highness ne'er iill now hath seen 

Yourself in metre shine ; , 
Ne'er heard a song with praise sincere^ 
Sweet warbled on your smutty ear« 

Before this ode of mine* 

Perhaps the reason is too plain. 
Thou try'st to starve the tuneful traiv^ 

Of potent verse afhddi 
And yet I vow in all my tivflb 
i\e not beheld a single rhy dm 

That ever spoilM thy trade. 

I've often read those pious whims-^ 
John Wbslbt's sweet damnation hynns» 

*rhat chani of heav'niy riches* 
What have they done?— those heav^nlj strat^f 
Devoutly squeesM from canting bramip 

But fillM Johm's earthly breeches I 

There's not a shoeblack in tiie land. 
So humbly at the world's comoiand^ 

A« thy old cloven foot ; 
Like lightninp; dost thou fly, when call'd. 
And yet nopick|}Ockets so mauled 

As thou^ O Prince of Soot! 

What thousands, hourly bent on sin* 
With supplication call thee in» 

To aid them to pursue it ; 
Yet, when detected, with a lie 
Ripe at their fingers* ends, tl>ey cary^ 

" The Devil made me do it/* 
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Behold the Ibrlunes that are made. 

By men through roguish mck« tn trade I 

Yet all to thee are owrin^— 
And though we meet it ev'ry dajr, - 
The sneaking rascals dare not say* 

This is the DcviPs doing. 

As to thy coroMny, I'm sure. 

No man can shun thee on that score j 

The very best U thine ; 
With Kings, Queens, Miniatersof State« 
Lords, Luties, I've seen t|iee great; 

And many a grave Divine. 

I'm sorely griev'd at times to find. 
The very instant thou art kind. 

Some people so uncivil. 
When aught offends, with fiice awry^ 
With base ingratitude I cry, 

" I wish it to the devil.'' 

Hath some poor blockhead got a wifi^ 
To be the torment of his Iife» 

By one eternal .yell; 
The fellow cries out coarsely, " Zounds I 
" I'd give this momei^t twenty pounds 

« To see the jade in hell." 

Should Heav'n their pray'rs so ardent grant. 
Thou never compatiy wouldst want 

Tamake thee downright mad ; 
For mind me, in their wishing mood. 
They never offer thee what's good. 

But ev'ry thing that's bad. 

My honest anger boil? to view 

A snuffling, iong-fac'd, canting crew. 

So muc£ thy humble debtors. 
Rushing, on Sundays, one and all. 
With diesp'rate pray 'is tiiy head to maul, 

AiKi thus abuse their betters. 
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To seize one day in ev'ry wtA, 
On thee their black abiie to wreak. 

By whom their souls are fed ^ 

Each minute of the other tix, 
Withev'ry joy that heart can ^x. 

Is impudence indeed I 

Blushing, , I own thy plcasrii^f t 

Hath oft sedu6'd my vagraYit heart, ^ 

And led my steps to joy— 
•The charms.of beauty have been mine^ 
And let me caH the merit thine. 

Who brought'st the lovely t6y. 

No, Satan— if l4Hk thy aid, 

Tg give my arms the woftatig tna?d, 

I will not, through thetifttiorx alJ^ 
Proclaim thee (like agracdtsj! Imp)' 
A vile old good- fbr-nottiing pimp. 

But say, •' *tis thy vocaiion, Hrf.** 

Since truth must oat--^ seldom kn^w ' 
What 'twas high pleasure to pursue* 

Till thou hadst woa my heart : 
So social w«re we both together. 
And beat the hoof in e^ry weather, 

I never wished to part. ■ 

Yet when a child — gooJ Lor4 ! I thought 
That thou a pair of horns hadst got. 

With eyes like jtaucers staring ! 
And then a p^ir of ears jso ^tout, 
A monstrous tail' and hairy anoi!^, ^^ 

With claws beyond comparing. 

Taught to avoid the^affhsdf evil, ' 

By day I usa to dread the De^i! ; 

And trembling when^was night, 
Methought I saw thy horns and ears. 
Then sunger>whfntled'tomy fears. 

And ran to ch^se my frigfat 
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And ev'ry night I w«in lobdd. 
And sweated with tf conitant draid» 

And crept beneath' the rug ; 
There, prnitingr ttka^ht Ihat iii toy tle^p 
Thou sliiy in the dark wouldtt creep. 

And eat 'me, though m stiUg^ 

A liaberdasher*^ «bop h thine. 

With smsoT all sorts, coarse and fine. 

To suit both man and mM'i ' 
Thy war^s thej bu^« with open eyei ; 
-^ow cruel itben with constant cries^ 

To vitif^ thy trade! 

To speak the truth, indeed, Ym Ioath«^ 
Life's deemM a mawktsii dish of broth, 

Wilhoul lh)r aid^old Sweept;r : 
^So mawk4sh,'few will put it down. 
E'en fifom the cottage to the crown. 

Without thy sak add pepper. 

O Satan> whatsoever geer 
/ Thy Proteus form «haH choose ^o wear, 
filack, red, or blue, or yellow ; 
Whatever hypocrite!* may say, 
Th^y tlihik thee (trust my honest lay) 
a' most bewitching 'fellow. 

-Tis order'd IcT (deaf ears,' alas ! ) 

To praise the bridge o*er which we pass \ 

Yet often I discover 
A'numerous band who daily make 
An easy bridge of thy poor back. 

And damn it wlien they're over. 

Why art thoi^then; wilfi cap In hand. 
Obsequious to a graceless baiid> 

Whose souls "arfe. sea I'ce worth taking ? 
O Prince, puriii^e' but my advice, 
I'll t^ach your highness in a trice 

To 'set thtjm all a quaking.' 

VoL.n. ^ G. Play 
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Plays, op'ras, masquerades, destroy, 
Lock up each charming^//e dcjok ; 

Give race-horse<5 the glander — 
Th^ dice-box break, and burn each card- • 
Let virtue be i^s own reward. 

And gag the mouth of slander: 

In one week's lime. Til lay my life, 
There'.8 not a man, nor maid, nor wife. 

That will not glad agree. 
If thou wih charm 'em as before, 
• - To show their nose at church no more. 
But quit their God for theq. 

'Tis now full time my Ode should end ; 
And now I tell thee like a friend, j> 

Howe'er the world may scout thee. 
Thy ways are all so wondrous winning, ' 
And folks so Very fond of sinning. 

They cannot do without thee. 



THE TENDER HUSBAND. 

LO, to the cruel hand of Fate, 
My poor dear Gb izzle, meek-soulM mate. 
Resigns her tuneful breath— 
Though dropp'd her jaw, her lip though pale. 
And blue each harmless finger nail, 
She's beautiful in death. 

As o'er her lovely limbs I weep, 

I scarce can think-her but asleep- 
How wonderfully tame ? 

And yet her voice is really gone. 

And divu those eyes that lately shone' 
With all the lightning's flame. 

Death 
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Death was, indeed^ a daring wight. 
To take U in hU bead lo smite — 
■ - To lift his dart to hit her ; 

For as she was so great a woman. 

And car'd a single fig for no man 

i thought he feared to meet her. 

Still is that voice, of late so strong. 

That many a sweet Capricio suiig. 

And beat in sounds ilie spheres. 

No longer must those fingers play 

: " Britons, strike home/* that many-a day, 

■ Have soothM my ravisbM ears ? 

] Ah me ! indeed I'm much inclin'd 

( To think 1 now might speak my mind, 

I Nor hurt her d»iar repose ; 

I Nor think I now with rage she'd roar, 

f Were I to put my finders o'er, 

1 And touch h^r precious nose. 

Here let me philosophic pause— * 
How wonderful are Nature's laws ! 

When lady's breatli retires, . 
Its fate the flaming passions share. 
Supported by a little a\r. 

Like culinary fires I 

Whene'er I hear the bagpipe's note, 
Shall Fancy fix on Grizzlb's throat, 

^ nd loud instructive lungs ? 
O Death, in her, though omy one, 
Are lost a thousand charms unknown. 

At least a thousand tongues. 

Soon as I heard her last sweet sigh. 

And saw her gently-closing eye^ ^ 

How great was my surprise ! 
Yet have I not, with impious breath, 
Accus'd the hard decrees of death. 

Nor blam'd the righteous skies. 

G^ Why' 



Why do J ^oan in.deep<«ies|)air> 
Since shelloe soon an itngcl fair? 

Ah ! why my bosom finite ? 
Cou W gr i^' my G r 1 2« l e's 1 i fe restore ! — 
But let me give such raving^s c^'er— 

Whatever is, b eight. 

Oh, Doctor 1 you ^re come too late ; 
No more of physic's virtues prate/ 

That could not save my lamb : 
Not one niure bolus shall be giy'n-^ 
YoM ?hall not .ope ber mosytth by k^v*i}. 

And G R 1 z 74 i&\s guUet^qr^ii;!, 

Enough of bolu sea?, poor he^rt, , . 

' And pilL% she took,, to load a cart. 

Before she clos'd her e} es ; 
But now my yvqrd is iie^e a law^ 
Zounds I with ajbolus in her j^yv^ 

She shall not seek the skies. 

Good Sir, good Doctor,^ go ^way ; , 

To hea r jpy slgh^ you niust n^t stay^ j , 

For this ray poor lost trea'siii^B : 
I thank you for your pains and ^kill.; 
When next you come, pray bring y6\it%i\i^ 

ril pay it, Sir, with |)lea«ure. 

Ye fi iends who conoe to mourn hf r ,dqQm| . 
For God's sake gently iread the room, . 
' Nof call her from the blest : 
In softest silence drop the tear. 
In whispers breathe the fervent pray V^ 
To bid her spirit rest. , ' 

Bepress the sad, the wounding scream ;' 
I cannot bear of grief extreme — 

Enough ope litt|ie sjgh— 
Besides, the loud al?irm of gi'ief. 
In many a mind may start oelid> 

Our noi^e is aU a lie« 

Good 
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Good nurs€», si roud my latiib with care i 
Her limbs, wiUi gewtiest fiugeri, ^pare; 

Her rooutb, ah ! slowly dose ; 
Her mouthy a magic tongue tliat he-Id, 
Whose softest lone, at tinae.% compelled. 

To peace, my loudest woes. 

And, carpenter, for my sad sake. 
Of stoutest oak her coffin make— 

Vd not be stinj^y, sure : 
Procure of steel the strongest screws ; 
For who would pahry pence refuse. 

To lodge hii wife secure ? 

Ye people who the corpse convey. 
With caution tread the doleful way. 

Nor shake lier precious head ; 
Since Fame reports, a collin tOst 
With careless swing against a post. 

Did once disturb the dead. 

J'arewell, my love, for ever lost I 
Ne'er troubled be thy gentFe ghost. 

That I again will woo- 
By all our past delights, my dear. 
No more the marriage chain I'll wear,. 

P^^Jk^takemeifldo! 
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THE SOLDIER • 

400) TBB 

V I R G I N M A R Y. 
a TALE/ 



A SOLDIER at Lofetto^s vroncl*r©us cliapelV 
-*^ To parry from his soul the wrath divine^ 
That folIow*d mother Eve's unlucky apple. 

Did visit ©ft the Virgin Mary's shrine ; 
Who ev'ry day is gorgeously decked out. 

In silks,' ot velvets, jewels, great and smalf^ 
Ju^t like a fine young lady for a rout> 

A concert, opera^ weddings Or a ball*. 

At first the Soldier at a disjafnce kept. 
Begging her vote and interest in heav'n ; 

With seeming bitterness the sinner wept^ 
-Wrung his two hands, and hop'd to oe forgiv*h : 

Dinn'd her two years wkh Are-Mary fUiramery ; 
DeclarM what miracles the dame could do, 
Ev'n with her garter, stocking, or her shoe^ • 

And such like wocKier- working mummefy. 

What answer Mart gave the" wheedlitig sinner,. 
Who nearly,, and more neaily movM to win hefjj. 
Ti)e musty moi»th of Hist'i-y doth not mention ^ ^ 
And therefore i can't tel^ but by inventioo^^ 

One day as he was making lore and prayings 
And pious Aves, thick as herrings^ sayings 
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And damned fitns 9c> maniCDld confessing. 
He drew, as it to whisper* very near« 
And twkchM a orett v diamond firom her ear. 

Instead of taking tLe good faidjr's blessiog. 

Then off he set with nimble shanlu* 

Nor once ftum^d hack to give her thanks : 

A hue and $Ty the thief pursa'd 

Who« to bis co^t, soon understood 

That he was no^ arrivM beyond the paw 

Of that same kmg-legg'd Uger, christen'd X«aw. 

With horror did his Judges quake : 

As for the tefider-consciei)c'd Jury, 
They doom*d him .qgickly Ip the stake. 

Such was their devlish pious fury. 

However, afiker c;a!ting him hard names. 
They ask'd if ought be had in vindication, 
/ T9 save his wretched body from the flaRves« 

And sinful soul fVom terrible damnation ? 

The Soldier answer^ them with much tangifraidp 
Which s^m'd to show, of sin, a conscience void. 

That if they meant to kill him, they might kill : 
As for the diamond which they found about him. 
He hopM llieir Worships would by ho means doubt hiin 

That Madam gav€ it him fVom pure good will. 

The aoswer turn'd both Judge and Jury pale : 
The jMinishGoent was tor a time deferred, 

Ukiiilius Holiness should hear the tale. 
And his infallibility be heard* 

The Pope to all his Counselors mode known. 
This strange affair — to Cardinals and Friars, 

Good pious gentlemen, who ne'er were known 
Tp act like hypocrites^ and thieves, and liars. 

i The 
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The question now was b^ded to and fro. 
If Ma R Y Iiad the pow'r to giva, or no f 

That M.^ R Y cmld not give it, was to say. 
The wonder work.ng Lady wanted pow'r-— 

This was a stum Ming biock that "itoppM th6 way- 
This nryade Pope, Cardinals, and Friars low'r* 

To save the Virgin's credit, lo f 

And keep secure the Ji'monds that were left ; 
They said, "^fie might, indeed, the gem besU)W» 

And cgnsequently it might be no theft : 

But then they passM immediately an Act^ 

That ev'ry one discover^ in the fact 

Of taking pre^^ents From the Virgiw's hand,. 

Or from the Saints of any land. 

Should know no mercy, but be led to slaughter,. 

Flay'd here, and fry'd eternally hereafter. . 

Ladies, I deem the moral much too clear 

To need poetical assistance ; 
Which bids you not lei men approach too near,^ 

But keep the saucy fellows al a distance; 
Since men you find, so bold, are apt to seize ' 
Jewels'frcm ladies, ev'n upon thQiikncaJ 
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AN ODE TO EIGHT CATS. 

ML91IOIIIO TO^ 

ISRAEL MENDEZ, A JEW. 
Sctivn,^Sirutin^ Country Fount. 



C INGEft* of Itrad, O ye Bingeii sweet, 
^ ^ Who, with your genlle inouihs fro© ear to ear^ 

f Pour forth ric^ symphopiiss from str^t to street. 

And to die sleepless wretdi tlie night endear! 

Ix)! inmy shi^ti-enyoH'tlieieeyesIfbc, ' ' * 
Admiring much the ^tmintn^ss of your tricks ; 

Your mskinj^r, ctaWfingi, squalls, 1- much ffmr/t i\ 
Tour spittings, pawiitgs, higk-msM hirapt, 
SwellM tails^, and merry««iidFew jumps. 
With the wild •ninsdwlsyof rapturous love. 

How sweetly roll ym» g^ds^bVry eyes. 
As loud you tune y^\xf a«»'vpgyi'Ori#^. . 

And, lpirfQg» 4iipr#t6b eppb <otbfr lAMk ao4 UMe ! 
No boys inwantQwuefS now buig ;y^mr back*^ 
No curs, no fvar^r maMi^H, tear your <Ux; 

But all the moon-light iiwl4 mum made for y<w# 

Singers of Israel, yfi^pnarftoni^ want 

To tie the maUimoQis^Icord ; 
Ye call the roatrimoniaj serviq^ cant — 

Like our firstparents,tak^Wb other*! word: . 
On no one ceremony pleasM to fix- 
To jump not even o'er two sticks. 

You 
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You wanl no furniture, alas ! 

Spit, spoon, dish, frying-pan, nor ladle ; 
Nor iron, pewter; coppjer, tin, nor bras$ ; 
- Noi nurses, wet or dry, nor cradle, 
(Wlijch custom, for our Christian babes, enjoins) 
To rock the staring offspring of your loins. 

Nor of the lawyers ha\'e you need; ' '« ; 
. Ye males, before ye seek yoqr bed, 
. To settle pin^mon^y ojt JVIadam : . . 
No fears of cuckoldom, heav'n bless ye. 
Are ever harboured to distress ye, 
Tormentiag people since the days of Adam, 

No schools ye wan^rfoF^fie'lMteviiig ; 

No powdering, painting, washing shaving; 
No nightcaps snug— -no trouble, in uR^lressing 

Before ye seelc your strawy nest, 

PfeasM in each other's arms to rest. 
To feast on luscious Love, lieav*n's greatest bltssingv * 

<5ood gods ! ye ^weet love-chanting ranpis 
How nifl)ble are ye with ypur hams 

To cQQMnt a house, to scale a chimney top ; , 
And peeping doiyn that chimney's hole. 
Pour, in a tuneful cry, th' ifupa&sion'd soul. 

Inviting Miss Gkimalkin to come up : 

Who, sweet obliging female,' far from coy; 
^ Answers your invitation 'note with joy; 

And 'scorning 'midst <the: ashes more to mope^ 
Lo! borne on LovE^is alt'-dartng wing. 
She mountethwith a pickle-herring spring, 
, Wilbout-th* assistance of a rope. 

Dear mousing tribe, my limbs are waxing cold— • ■ ~ ' 
Singers of Israel, sweet, adieu, adieu I . . 

I do suppose you need not now be told 
How much I wis!) that I w ^s One of ij/ou. 

SONG 
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SONG TO DELIA. 



pORLORN I tieek the silent scene, 
•■• To keep the image^f my fair; 
Paie o'er the tbuntain'g brink I lean. 
And view the spectre of Je^pair. 

Why should my heart forget its woe ? . 

The virgin would have mournM for m^,- 
O nymph, th* eternal tear shall flow; 

The sigh unceasing breathe of thecm 

Forgelfut of the parted maid. 
Too man^ an unfcejing i^wain 

Forsakes of solicitude the shade. 
For Pleasure's gay and wanton tjrain. 

Yet, yet of constancy they boast ! 

Their easy hearts their tongues belie-^ 
Who love?;^ reveres the fair-one's ghost. 

And seeks a pleasure in a sigh. 



SIR JOSEPH BANKS 

\ . AND 

THE THIEF-TAKERS* 

SIR JOSEPH, fav'rite of great Queens and Kings, 
Who«e wisdom, weed and insect hunttr 8tng8 j 
And ladies fair app|a<rd^ with smile so dimpling ;* 
Went forth one dn\% amidst the laughing fields. 
Where Nxi i c ^ r such exhaustless treasure yields, 
, A sinriphng ! . 



It 
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It hippen'd on the self-same morn so bright. 
The liimble pupils of Sir S a m pson Wr i g u t, 
A simpling too^ fdr pliuiU calFd'Ylileves proceeded | 
Of which the nation's field should oft be weeded. 

Now did a (hief-taker, jto sly. 

Peep o'er a hedge vfiih cunning eye. 

And quick espjM the Knight with solemn ttlr, 
toeep in a ditch where watercresses grow ; 
On which he to his' comrades ory'di *' Stoe, ho!" 

Then juinp'd> (uffisp<M.sonn4ike} upon his har^Oi. 

Hare*1ike Sir Jose if«vdid not squeai^tbttt-bawPd^ 
With dread prodigiously appaird. 

The thief-takers no ceremony Us'd; . 

But takingpoor Sir JosBt>Ri^ the neck. 

They bade hin^peak; 

But first witii nameft iheir captive Kiii^t i^sM, 

'« Sir, what d'ye take me for ?" Iheltnight exclaim'dJ— ^ 
*' A thief," reply 'd the runners, with a cui-se : 

** And now. Sir, let us search you, and' be datan'd"^— 
And then they search'd his pockets, fobs, and pUrse : 

But, -'stead of pistohii]s^atMl;deatb>^tlK crape, . 
A pocket handkerchief they cast f heir eye on, 
Containin^frogs and toads of various shape, 
Ddcky daky^.neltletdfH o1kl4iai(de<ion'» . 
To entertain, with great propriety. 
The members of his ss^ society : 
Yet would not alter they tdieir strong belief. 
That this their knighted ^ris'ner was no tliief ! 

" Sirs, I'm no highwayman," exclaim'd the Knieht,— ^ 
" l^Jo^Olerev" rgwA'd then^uunert; " y^'ar^irtjhti^ 

" A ^footpad ooiy#— Ves,^ we know your tiade"^ 
'* YesjyouVeraiprettjrbttb^of gvaee: 
*' We wantnoiprbo^^i oklktMiger, but youn face; 

" Sooomevaion^wtthus^oWWade;-' * 

Twas 



'Twas usetete to relist> <ir lo QMn|)tahi^ 
In vatfly Sir Jossvif pleaded-^^waa in vam 
That he was higlily thied, thai he ^wore-*k 
The bstant that poor Banks his titles counted^ 
Which to an F.R. S. and Knight Amounted* 
His guardians lau|jph'd, audckpp'd* aodcry'd^ 

Sir TosEPH«to!d diem* that a oeighb^rinr 'Squiiie 

Should answer fot it l!hat he was no thief: 
On which they pJumply damned him for a liar^ . 
And said such stories should, not save bis becfi 
And if they understood their trade* 
His mittimus would soon be made ; 
And forty pounds be their\ a pretty sun^ * 

For sending such a rog^ to kingdom .come. 

Now to the ^Squire movM prisoner Knight and Ce« 
The runners taking hinn in tow. 

Like privateers of Britain's warKke nation, * 
Towing a French East-Indiaman, their prize^ 
So blade, and pf onprn^ous sixe. 

Safe into port for condemnation. 
Whether they tvM his hands beliind his back. 

For fear the Knight mi^t run away. 
And made, indelicate, his breeches s&ckj 

We've r^ly no authority to say* 

And now the country people gatherM rmmd. 
And stared upon the knight in thought profounplt 

Not on the S3rstem of Linnaeus thinking — 
Fancying they ^w a rogue jn ev*ry feature ; 
Such is the populace's horrid nature * ' 

TowVds people through misfortune sink ihg. \ ' ^ 

At leng^^ amidst much siob and'Oure, ^ 

Indeed amidst innum^fablcf ranks; -» ' 
Fatigu'i^ they reach'd the mansion of the 'Square 

To prove the identity of* Jo«&i*H Bamks. * 

T • . ' : 

Now to the 'Squice familiar bpw^d tjieiC^gbt 
Who knew Sir Joseph at first sight-^ 
. < y^oL. U. H What/ 
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What's strongly ini^k'd is it^i^ickly known agen — 
And, with a frown that awe and dread copnoanded,. 
The thief-takers severely reprimanded 
For grossly thus mistaking gemla 



Then l^ule them ask a pardon on fhetr knees. 
Of him that was a Knight and F. R. S, 

Who, rather than the higher powVs displease^. 
ImaginM that they could not well do leu* 

Then on their knuckles raisM they hands and eyet^ 
Andcrav'd Sir Joseph's pardon for belief. 

That, when they jumpM upon him by surprise^ 
They took so great a gemman for a tbief ; 

Hoping to mind th' advice of godly books^ 

F». not to judge of people by their looh. 



S O L O M O N 



THE M O U S E-T R A P. 

A MAN in rather an exalted station, ^- ^ 
Whose eyes are always eyes of admiration. 
Without distinction, fond of all things novel, 
Ev'n from tlie lofty sceptre to the shovel — 
Just like stray M bullocks saunt'ring through the lanes. 
Made frequent curiosity-campaigns ; 
Sometimes caught .grassboppers<<— now, more profaundj 
Would sometimes ftnd a pin upon the ground ; 
Where if the head lowaids him happ'd to point. 

His mind was wonderfully struck-*- 
Indeed he felt a joy in ew'ry joint, .^ 

Because it always brings good luck. 

; This 
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This geiideman, kight Solonov, one daj^ 

In qi^ of novelty pursuM his way ; 

Like great Columbus^ that famM navigstor. 

Who found the world we've lost, acros*: the water. 

But rather en a somewhat narrower .scale, 

Lol on dry. land the Gbntlbm an set sail : 

That day it chancM to be his will, 
Tomakediscoveriesat 3alt-biU : 
Where bounce he hopp'd into a widow's housCf 
Whose hands were both empiby'd so dever. 
Doing their very best endeavour 

To catch tluit vile free-hooter. Monsieur Mouse ; 
Whose death she oft did most devoutly pray for^ 
Because he eat the meat he could not pay for : ' 

Resembling Christians in Uiat saving trick. 

Who, wanting to obtain good cheer. 
Invented an ingenious scht-me, called tick. 

That pu;-chasQs, like money, beef an^i \)eer: 
Possessed of tick, for cash men need not range. 
Nor toil in taking or in giving change. 

Eager did Solomon so curious clap 

His rare round optics on the window's trap 

That did the duty of a cat ; 
And always fond of useful information. 
Thus wisely spoke he with vociferation, 

" Whal^s that !— Wliat, what > ha, ha > whatNthatl*' 

To whom reply'J the mistress of the house 

" A trap, an*t please you. Sir, to catch a mouse." ^ 

• • • - • . 

" Mouse !— catch a mouse, " said Solomon with glee— 

** Let's see — let's see— 'tis comical — !et*,s see — 

" Mouse U-^mouse! — then pfeas'd his eyes beeaii to 

" Where, where doth he go in ?" he marvelling cry 'd- - 
" There," pointing to the hole the dame reply'd. 
" What! here?" cry'd SoLOMosi ; " this hole? tliis 
" hole?" 

H 2 The^ 
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■ Then in he push'd his finger ^mi.dst th^ wi^e, v -.. . * 
That with such pains that£nger did inspire, , 

He wish'd it out iagain vy itli all his $ouI ; . 
However, by a little sc^uall and shakipg . 
He freea his finger froin its piteous taking--- . 

That is to s^j, he got it from tiie hole, 

<' What makes the mouse, pray, go into trap F 
•^ Something,'' he cry'd, '*ihat twa^ their palates 
. *' please " 
^ " Yes," answered the fair mroraan, " Sir, a scrap ^ 
'* Of rusty bacon, or o^" toaited cbciece,^ 

•' dh! oh!" said Solomon, *'oh! o&l oh ! oh I . 
•* Yes, yes, I see the meaning of it now : 
♦* The mouse goes in, a rogue, to steal the roeatj 
»* Thinkhig to giv« his^ gliins a pretty treaU** '■ ' ■ 
Then laughM he loudly, stretched his mouth a mile^ ' 
Which made the muscles of the widow smile. 

•' Let's see> Iel*s spc, cry M Solomon--" Jet's see-r^ 

*' Let me,tet me, let me, let me, let me, let mCj" 

Then took he up S6me bacon, and did clap 

A little slice, so clever in iktt trap : 

Thus did he, b^ ki»own sole, sage advice,^ 

Induce himself to bait a trap for mice I 

'Kow home he hied so nimbly, whelm'd with gliory^ 
^And told h\» family the wondrous story 

About the widow's cheese and bacon scrap ! 
Nought suffer'd he to occupy his head. 
Save itouse^ideas,, till he went to bed. 

Where blest he dreamt all night about the trap. 

Here let me pause,and Heav'n's great goodness cliaunt— - 
How kind it is in gracious Heav'n to gratft 
■" To full-grown gentlefolks of lofty station, 
A pow'r of relishing most trifling things. 
Pleasures ordain'd for brats in leading strings^ 
By vvay of Iwppy harmless rebxatioa ! 

Next 
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Next day tbe Man of Wi^om came. 

All glorious, to the' house of this fair dame, . 

To know if Master Mou^e had smelt to bacon } • 
When, lo ! to fill with joy his eager eye*?, ' 
And load thoi^e stariag optics with surprise, '• 

A real mouse was absolutely taken ! ' ^ 

Not more did RoDNiv'sjoy thi< man's surpass. 
When in his cabin first he saw De 6r asse !• 
Not more the hair-brain'd Macedonian boy, * 
Leap'd, lite a Bedlamite, for joy. 

Than Solomon to see the mouse in jail ! 
Not Alexander, foeof great Da kius, 
(Men that with rich comparison supply us) 

When blest he caught the Persian by the tail. 

Around the room the captive mouse he bore. 
Insulting the poor prisoner o'er and a*er ;. 
Laughing, and peeping through the wire. 
As i* his eyes and mouth would never tire ? 

Hpw vanty like to Tamsrlanb the Great, 
Po^sess^d of most unlucky B a i a z ct> 

Who kept tht; vanquished hero in a cage ! 
MockM him before his mighty host. 
With cniel nsuBes and threats, and grin and boast 

And daily thus indulged imperisd rage f 

NowVer tke.widow^scat, poor watching pusi, 
TbegreatanantriumphMloo, andaskMthecatf ' 

When he would act heroically thus— 
And if he dar*d to venture on a rat ? 

To whom thecal, as if in aaswer, mew*d. 

Which made the Man of Wisdom cry, " Oh! oh \\ ' 
As if, with knowledge of cat-speech endu'd. 

He tliought that puss had answetM ** No.^- 
On which he bugh^d, and imicb enjoyed thejoke^— 
Then told tbe widow that Ouni ai.kih »poke. 

H3 Six 
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Six days the Man of Wisdom went 
Triumphant to Salt-hill, with big intent 

To Caleb the bacon -stealing-iDPouser 
.Six mice successively proclaim'd his art« 
With which, safe pocketed, he d;d depart. 

And showed to alii his much-astonishM hoitief 

But pleasures wiU not last for aye ; 

Witness the sequel of my lay : 

The widow's vanity, her sex's flaw, ^ 

Much like the vanity of othef people— 
A vapour, like tbeblastthat lifts a straw. 

As high, or higher,, than Satnt Martin's steeply 

This vanity i\m\ kidnapjp'd her discretion, 
Design'd by God Almighty for her guard; 

And of it!i purpose got the full completion. 
And all the widow's iiiture gferies-marT'd;: 

For, lo ! by this saipe; vanity impeilM^ 

And to a middle-siz'd balloon. 
With gas of consequtoce subtimely s well'd , . 

She bursted with thf' importaot secret sockn« 

toud laughed the tickjed peofte of Sallrhilt ; . • ,/ ' 
Loud laughed i;l9fe,rnerryWimlsorlblkrttr<>tod9; 

This wasto Soiu>M4»i« anugly piH!. , . : i 

Her fatal error* soon the widow found ; 

For SeirOMORTeruiqittsh'dmOttse>foattrp»igii^. 

)<ior'deignMi6'baiL4iie.wid6ivVtep;agE^hU ^ 
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PETITION TO TIME^ 

IN FA YOU I. OP ' 

THE DUCHESS OF DEtnomHinE. 

T^O lonjr, O TrMB, in mensSance's schooU 
-■- Have I been bred to call U^ee an old fool ^ 
Yet take I liberty to let thee 4cnow, 
That I have always^ ihougfu the« so : 
Full old art thou, indeecC lo have more sense ^ 
Then, wkKao-idle custom, TiiiB» dispetise.. . 

Thou really attest now Uke tittle mUite^ 

Whoy when a pretty 'doll they inake> 

Their curious fingers itth to take 
The pretjty im^ge all to pieces : 
Thus, after ttiou ha^ forrnM a charming Fa it, 

Thoa canst' not c^it die Syxen for thy soul. 
Till, meddiing, tho«v hast <vpoilM the bloom and air. 

And dimmM her eye,, with raiiiance taught to roIL ' 

But now forbear sucb doings I desire j 
Hurt not the fbrni that all admire : 

Oh, never with white hairs her temple sprinkle X 
Oh, sacred be h^ dtte^k, hei^ltp, h^r blodm X 
And do not, in a lovely dimple's room. 

Place a hard mwiidj'\ug wrinUe* ^ 

Know, shouldst thpu Bid the beatileous Duchess &d<^ 
Thou therefore must thy own deligliu invade; , 

And know, 'twillbe-aten^c. I"i^g wiiile, ,' * 

Before thou giv'st her cqinl to our i le; 
Then do not with thjU *!\^eet chtf-iTitnivrc part, ' ' 
But keep, tO'Sl^ovif.thf: triumph oi thy ait« 

ICQ. 
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ECQN,0 MIT., . 



■pCONpMY's a very useful broom ; 

-^ Yet.$ho^ nof cenelesi^ hvnit a(>$»uft the room 

To catcli each straggling pin to make a plum.. 
Too oft Economy's an iron vice„ 
That squeezes, ev'n the little guts of mice. 

That peep wilh fearfufeyes, and ask a crumb«. 

Proper Economy 's a comely thing 7 . 
Good in a subject — better in a Ktnr; 

Yet, pushM too far, it dulls each mier feelin|^ 
Most easily inclined to make folks mean; 
Inclines them, too^ to viHainy to Wn, 

To over-reaching, perjury, and stealfng* 

Ev'n when the, heart should only thmk of gnefi. ' 
It creeps into the bosom like a thief. 
And swallows up th' affections alf so mild— » 
Witness the Jewess, and her only Child. 



THE JEWESS AND HER SON. 

rOOR Mistress Levi hadajuckless^son,. 

Who, rushing to obtain the foremost seat>. 
. In imitation of th' ambitious zreat. 
High fr6m the galPlr^xere the play begun. 

He fell all plump into the pit> 

Dead in a minute as a nit : 
In short, he broke his pretty Hebrew nedc ; 
Indeed and very dreadfUwas the wrecks 



Tte 
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The mother was distracted^ nivin^, wild ; 

ShnekM, tore her hair, embracM and kissM her child | 

Afflicted ey'ty heart wilh^rief around. 
Soon as the shower of tears wa^ »5oiAewhat ptdit. 
And moderately calm th' hysteric blast. 

She cast about her eyes in tbouf^ht profound ; 
And being with a saving knowledge blessM, 
She ihus the playhouse manager addressM: 

> ^' Sher, I'm demodef of de pdorChew tad, 
^' Dat meet mishfartin here so bad— . 

'• Sher, I mass haf deshRfingback, yoiiluiOWt *. 

*' Ass Mos£^ haf nat see dee show.'' 



BUT as for Av'aiqe* *tis the very Jcnl; . . • 
The fount, alas' of ev'ryevil; . 

The cancer of the heart— the wors^ of lib: ^ 

Wherever sown^ lukujiiantl v k thrives i 
No flow'r'of virtue near it fives — 

Like Aconite, where'er h spreads, k kiMk 
In ev'ry spil behokl the poison spring ! 
Can t^int the. beggar and infect the King. 

The mighty MARi,B'jtov«H pilferM cloth and br«ad^ 
So says that gentle satirist 'Squire PqiPt; 

And Petbjlborougu's Earl, upon this head. 
Affords us little room to hope, 

That what the Twick'nam Bard avow*d^ 

Might not be readiiy aUowM. 



THE 
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THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH 



THE MOB. 

TTHROUGH l^ndon tstreets, upon a day, 
-^ The lEarl of -^btbeborough took his way. 
All in his pompous coach-— —perhaps to dine : 
The Mob of London took it in their head. 
This was the Dcikeof Marlborough, so dread 
To Frenchmen on the Danube and- the Rhine. 

Unable such' high merit to reward. 
The mob resplv'd to show a great regard; 
And so, unitihg; jotnf'd their forces, • " ' . , 

To draw his carriage and dismiss the horses. ? 

The Earl from out the window pokM his face^ 
^^nd told the mob that he was not his Grace; 

Then bid tbem be.convinc'd, and look : 
Hard of belief, as ev*n the hardest Jew,, . . 
They pfumpj^ told "him that they better knew j 

Then swore by G— he was the Duke; 
Iben threw thefr hats hi iit With loud huzzas^ 
And, shouting, form'd a thunder of applause. 

Loud bawlM the Earl that; they were all deceived ;: 
Loud bawPd the mob he should not be believM : 

" Zounds I'* cry'd the Earl,** be converts, then, this 
" minute;*' 
So throwihg sixpence to them, •* There, there, there, 
^ Take that," cry'd Pktbr borough, witli a sneer— 

'* Now if jou think Vm ke^ th^ ckvil's in it,** 



ODE 
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ODE TO A DISTRESSED BEAUTT. 



SWEET girl, forbear to droop thjr head with i 
What though thef»rson did not tic the knot f 
What though the boy thauld come ?-^-be1l bring Ihet 
&ine^ 
The world's an ass, and cuftom it a tot- 
Hold up thy head, and meet mankind with pride. 
And throw thy blushes and thy fieart aside. 

Evil had no parson — for no priest was Aj» am. 
And yet not out of countenance was Madam : 
Her modesty receivM no grievous shodis. 
When Master Cain was put upon the stocks; 
Nor when, t' increase the number at her table. 
She set about the frame of Master Aati,. 

Once more, then, do not be afraid ; 

Without thy bov, a wonder may be missing f 
A Ukenet of my charming maiJ, 

The boy may. do a credit to thy kissing. 

Thou putt'st me of the Moa vxvg much in mind. 
Who teems afraid to peep upon mankind ; 
So slow her motions! all so very slow * 
And then her cheeks so deep with crimson glow : 

But safe delivered of her boy, the Sv n> 
The lusty lad, so proud hi^ race to run. 

Mounts high, exulting in his birth ; 
Dries up her tears, her blushes puts to flight, 
Tow'rs in bold triumph o'er the cloud of night. 

And pours a flood of radiaiice o^er the earth. 

Then let me kiss away thy fears; 

Oh ! cease thy sighs, and be a happy mother; 
And when this chopping boy appears* 

Suppose we give the utd a little brother? 

THE 
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AMD 

HIS WJTE. 

PEOPLE maytbave too jvu^h of » good thipgrv 
* FAilJ.^»n%g of ,vi8douj, tfaiw 1 sing! 



A MAN of some small fortune had ^ wife, 

tans doute, to be the comfort of his life; , ' 

And pretty well they bore the yoke together : 
With jittb jarring liF'd the paijr qne year; ' . ' 
Sometimes the rViatrimonial sky was clear; ' '^ 

At times 'twas dark, and dun,a<id hazy weather. 

Now came the time when mistrefes in the straw 
Bid, for the world's support, Ker screams prepare; 

And Slop appfearM with fail' obstetric' paw. 
To introduce his pupil to our air; 

WhilstHianeighbVmg^room t!hehusbaM sat, i ^'^' 

Musing on thislhing hpw,. and now on' that* ' . 

Now «ghlng at ]Ae sorr<^s:of hia wife ; ii 
Praying to Heav'n that he could take the pain i 
But recollecting that such prayers were vain. 

He made no more an oflfer of his Kfe. 

- ' • • » '. I ..... /* 

Alone, as thurf he Iniis'd tni;plf)mh study^ 
Ideas sonn^time»ategjr,>and sotnetimes muddjr, . ; ;. 

In Be.tt V riwh'd ivith cooiibrtahte hews : c - .a 
" Sir, Sir, I wish ye jOy, I wigh ye Joy; 
** Madam is brought to bed of a iWeboy,* '*^ 

" As fine as^ver stood in shoes/' ' ' • v 



r.' 
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" I'm, ' 
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** Vm gladon't, Bktty," cryM the n^aster: 

"" I pray ther^ may be no disaster ; 

". AIPs with your mistress well, I fioper" 
Quoth_she, "*' AIPs well as l>eart can well desire 

^' With Madam and the fine young *Squire ; 
*' So likewise says old Doctor v^lop." 

Off Betty hurried hurried as fast as she could scour» 

Fast and as hard as any horse« 
That trotteth fourteen miles an hour— 
, A pretty tolerable course. 

Soon happy Betty came a^ain« 
Blowing with all her might and main ; 

Just like a grampus, or a wliale ; 
In sounds, too, that would Calais reach from Dover! 
" Sir, Sir, more happy tiding* ; *tis not over— 

" And Madam's brisker than a nightingale ; 

*' A fine young lady to the world is come, 
** Squalling away just as I left tlie room ; 
' *' Sir, this is better than a good estate." 
^' Humph,^' quoth the happy man, and scratched his 
pate. 

Now gravely looking up— novy. looking down ; 
Not vvith a *mile, but somewhat like a frown — 
*' Good God !** says he, " why was not I a cock, 
" Who never feels of burdening brats the shock ; 

" Who, Tuik-like, struts amidst his madams picking> 
*' Whilst tp the hen belongs the care 
*' To carry them to eat, or take the air, 

" Or bed beneath her wing the chicken ?" * 

Just as this sweet soliloquy was ended, 
le found affairs not greatly mended ; 
For in bounc'd Bet, her rump with rapture jigging : 
" Another daughter. Sir — a ckarming child," 
" Another!" cry'dtheman, with wonder wild; 
*' 2Soundsl Betty, ask your Mistress if she's /wg;g//?^/* . 
Vol,, H. I THE 
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THE PARSON-DEALER. 

TX7HAT pity 'tis, in this our goodly land, 
^ ^ Amongst the apostolic band. 

So ill divided are the loaves and ^shes ! 
Archbishops, Bisho|>s, Deans and Dcjacons, ■ 
With ruddy &ces blading just like beacons. 

Shall daily cram upon a dozen dishes ; 
Whilst half th' inferior Cassocks think it well, j 
Of beef and pudding ev'n to get the smelL 

A plodding Hostler willmg to be master, 
' And rise in this good world a little faster, . 

Left broom and manger at the Old Blue Boar; 
Meaning by pars'ning to support a tabled 
Lo, of Divines he kept a livVy stable ; - 

A pi'etty stud, indeed— -about a score. 

Of difPrent colours were his gospef hacks ; 

Some few were whites, indeed — but many blacks : 

That isj some tolerable— many sad ; 
And vecily, to give the Devil his due, ' • ' 

The man did decency pursue. 

Which shows he was not quite so bad. 

For, lo! to dying persons of nobility. 
He sent his pwirsons of gentility, ' 

To give the necessary pray'r : 
To partinjsj people of a mean condition. 
Wanting a soul physician, 

He^sui^ed them with blackguards to a hair. 

To such as were of mild disorders dying, 

F». of the doctor, gouts, or stones, or gravels. 

He sent good priests-^f manners edifying— 
To comfort tinners on their travels : 



But 
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And, oh ! attend me when my eyes 
View dedications fiU'd %vilh fulsome lies. 

In praise oi gerCrous Queens and Kings I 
Heav*n swell the fountains of their hearts, 
Tiiat sehlom water ihe poor sUrivelPd arts. 

However sweetly Adulation sings ! 

Eke, when I hear that stupid Farson HiLt, 
God's house with ev'ry nonsense fill. 

And then with bla<;phemy each sentence cramm'd ; 
And when I hear th' impostor cry, 
" I've news, ye ragaBuiffins,from the sky ; 

** I'm come to tell ye, that you'll all be damn'd ; 

" I'm come from God, ycsthimpets—roome from God— i 
" I'm God Almighty's servant— ta»r my voice." — '» 

Which, if it were so, wouW be Vastly odd,. . 
Since Heav'n would show bad judgment in the choice. 

Dead all his money-loving soid's desires. 

When subtle Hawkesb'^ry talks of patriot fires. 

And yielding places up to save the nation ; * • 

When of importance braggeth simple L.^ci>s ;: 
WfaeaGn>'sTEa^s far-fam'd wife for meekness pleads ; 

And Glo'ster's Duke breatbes war and desolation; 

When Brudenell talks of elegance and ease ;. 
WhenTnuRLow turns the first of devotees 
And, to astound the million, builds a church : 

When royal folk of purest friendship boast. 

Make generosity their constant toast. 
Yet leave poor pining Merit tn the lurch ; 

When wonders thro* bis spyglass Marlb' rough vjewi^ 
And sends to Banks' the great, th' important news,. 

Fresh from his cram w»»'^ philosophic fogs ; 
When DicK descants on any thing but krout ; 
When Thompson aught performs beyond a scout^ 

And Mawbev talks of any things but hogs; 
Sv^eet Patience, sooth me with thy saint-Iijce note„ 
Or^ driven to madness, I shall cut my throat I ' 

TO 
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TO A NEST OF LORDS. 

TIEDCHAMBER utensils, ye seem distressed, 
-*-* And swear with horror that my rhymes moiesi 
» Of certain folks so greaA the sweet, repose : 
Running about with horrors, groans, and sighs. 
And floods, p^roduc'd by onions in your eyes. 
So strong your friendship, and so vast your woes i' 

Dear huranaing Lords, on friendship bray no more,. 
Nm- thus the Bard's depravity deplore : 
lio! like yourseIve8,^^each maahrs trumpet bearsk- 
in tame C r k.o w l vt v's .wkie^gapihg efars^ 
Of friendship the sublimity to sodnd ; 
Friendship ! iiv dtctionorles only found t- 

Terclmwuct^ my Lords, Fn foreign parts you'ye been ; 
Paxhaunce your optics? fair VersilnTes have se6n ; 

Likevs'ise the Vatican^-with alf it< statft ; 
Aud eke th' Escarral, pritfe of Spii n confesl. : * , 

But, "hirdst tho«e scenes, dH e>r you3r ejebaifc bfesft, 

Sfe6 a pig hanging in ft' gale } 

If e*er you did this last great sight behold. 
You i>eed not. Lords so sapient, to be told 

What most untuneRil notes the prisoner makes i 
Indeed the hog his mouth and lungs employs 
In raising such ear-crucifying noise. 

As if he really was transjBxNd with stakes. 

Now near hip should there happen to be hogf 
Passing their happ)r hours amidst the bogs. 

Grunting soft things to their own flesh and blood % 
That is, upon their sweethearts and their brides. 
Lying like ancient Romans on their sides. 

And dining on the daintier of the mud ; 

Forgetting love, and dainty mud so fattening. 
In whi«h they had been battening. 

Up, 
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THB . 

PETIT M AIT RE, 

Aim TBB* 

MAN ON THE WHEEL. . 

AT Paris, some time since, a murd'ring man^ 
-^^ A German, and a most unlucky chap. 
Sad, stumbling at the threshold of his plan. 
Fell into Madam Jv s t kg e's strong trap. 

The bungler was condemned to grace the wheel. 
On whi^ the dullest fibres learn to feel ; 

His limbs secundum arteni to be broke 
Amidst ten thousand people, p'rhaps, or more* 

Whenever Monsieur Ketch apply'd a stroke. 
The culprit^ like a bullock, made a roar, 

A flippant PetiUmaUre, skipping hy^ 

Stepp'd up to him, and check'd hinr for his cry; 

" Boh !** quoth the German ; " an't I 'pon de wheel ? 

*^ D'ye tink my nerfs, an blood, and bons can't feel ? 

** Sir,*' qiioth the beau, ''don't, don't be in a passion: 
" I've nought to say about your situation ; 
'* But making such a hideous noise in France, 
** Fellow, is contrary to Biemiance^** 



li THE 
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THE 

TRIUMPH OF ISIS, 

OR 

DOCTOR CHAPMAN'S TMESIS. 

/^XFORD'sVice-Qhancellor, a man 

^^ Who fear'c} the. Lord, and lov'd the courlier clan, 

E y virtue o'f his trade a T'h t s i s *^order'd,. 
\V hieh cur^Vl the teirible asf:assination 
IntetKVd for the Monarch pf:Our uatipn 

B_) Marg^k KT Nicholson, in'inind distirder'd ; 
. That h'kewise pr.us'd the royal peep 
On Oxford ^nd the arts so .d^*<-'p» . '*.. 

So violent was D.octor C h a p m a N 's zeal. 

He quite forgot Latinily and graces ; 
Poor Priscian's head, ,.who>e vvounds he capnot healj^ . 

Was broken in half a dozen!place^. 

Yet, though a simple'Doctor, how aniaiing ! 

H<* set the University a blazing : 

Such was the kindling zeal that he inherits — 

A farthing candle in a casjc of spirits 1 , , ► . , ,- 

Richards of Trinity, who won the pnz^,* • ' 
Now strutted victor forth, with scorniul eyes'; ' 
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful danies \ . - 

WiiO vied ior conquest at th' Olympic games. 

. * A Latin Thesis is aunu«lly given out by the Vice-Chftncellop 
for thti subject of a Poem, and tweuty i^oiuids aUotted to the prize 
cajjdidate. , ^ « 

. ' ' ■ forth 
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Forth march'd, too. Vice — videlicit, the Doctor, 
Who, purring for preferment, slil) inouscs, . 

Attended by each dog-whipper, calj'd FrtKlor, 
And eke the heads and tails of all the Houses. 

Forth march'd the Nobles in their Sunday's gccr ;• 
Forth strutted, too, each beadle, like the Pt^er, 
With sHver staffs, blue govv'ns, and velvet cap*ij 
A set of very ponvpous-looking chaps 1 

Whilst Hayes,* who slicks like stag -hounds to a haunch^ 

Mov'd on in all the Majesty of paunch : 

To greet of all our ears the trembling drums. 

The piper play'd ' 'Y\\e conquMng hero com^s/ 

lioud groaned the organ through his hundred pipes^ 
As if the poor machine had fe.lt the gripes ; . 
As if, too, 'tw«is the organ's firm persuasions 
He oft had rbar'd on more sublime occasions. 

Now Chapman took, 'midst great compeers, his station 
Crew open'd subject in a fair oration; 

Then clapp'd was Cr i w— to him applause was news* 
Now 'gan tlie Ba r d his poem to recite. 
And, soaring, bade poor Common Sense good night. 

So lofty were the pmions of his Muse ! 

Thick as the pattering hail his praises show'r ; 
So strong is Poetry's mechanic powV, 

High mounts the Monarch by his tuneful lever 5 
His Muse'^ magnifying art so great. 
Behold his George, an Alrj-ed ibrm complete; 

Small Peg, Goliah ; and her knife a cleaver ! 

Now back the sable bodies mov\l again. 
Like beetles all so thick, a.crawling host ; ' 

Whilst c<mteniplatiou wrappM the loyal train. 
Expecting by the next aa>'s post. 

To see their acts in pompous print displayed. 

And wreaths of glory crown the cavalcade. 



♦ Tlic or^axiirtt 



A SE- 
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A SERIOUS REFLECTION. 

HOW useless was th' alcove! each person grieves, 
And, with the grieving Doctor, cries out shame. 
That so much loyal jeal for nought should ftame ; 

Not ev'n obtafn a pair of coar^ lawn sleeves^ 

Which poor Saint Davkl giveth to support 

The holy oil-of-fool men- of a Court { • 



ODE TO PATIENCE. 

SWEET daughter of Religion, modest fair. 
Thy hands upon thy bosom so tranquille. 
With eyes to Heav'in, with so divine an air, 
So calmly smiling, so resigned thy will ; 
Civ sent to teach us, and our passions cool, 
I wish thou hadst a little larger school. 

Uo, man, so great his want of grace. 
If he but cuts a pimple on his race 

When shaving ;(" 
Like manbewitchM he iumps about> 
Kicks up a most infernal rout, ^ 

And fteemeth absolutely raving ; 
And, lo ! all this for want of thy tuition : 
Thus travel souls of peopled perdition ! 

Stand at iuy side^ O stoic dame ! 

On starling Marty!^ bid me cry out " shame/* 

Instead of knocking the dull fellow down ; 
When up the ninnyham;ner starts to preachy 
And impudently interrupts a speech 

Of orators of fair and first retiown;, ' 
lust like the owl that scares the moorilight hour. 
Whilst Philomela warbler from her bow V. 



Andj 
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BqI to law people in infectious fever. 

Or any other dangerous one in vogue. 
Such was his honesty, the roan for ever 

Most scrupulously sent a rogut. 

It liappen*d, on a day when Fate was racing. 
Crimp-like, for other regions, troops engaging. 

When clergymen were busy all as bees, 
A poor old dying woman sent 
To this same parson-ttionger, compliment. 

Begging a clergyman her soul to ease. 

Unluckily but one was in the stalls 
And he the very best of all. — 

* What slKwld be done? 
Kecessiteu rum habtt legs-^ 
So to the pried he ^oes and begs 
Thai he would vj«it the old crone. 

•* Sir," quoth the parson-^ •* I agreed, 
•' To go to gentlefolks in time of need, 

" But not to ev'ry poor old lousy sou!/'— 
^' True," cry'd Ihe patron ; ** to oe sure Hit true: 
*' But parson, do obtige me-N*-prithee do— 

'* Let's put her depenfcJy into the hole : 

*• All luy bl»6k tribe, .yew know, are now abroad-** 
•* rd do it, if I could, n^self, by God; 

•' Then what a dickens can I do or say ?" 
'' Go, mumble, man, about a prav'r and half; 
•• Tell the old b — ch het soul is safe : 

" Then take your fee, and come away ! !!*• ' - 



I 2 BIEN- 
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BIENSEANCE, • 

TTHERE is a little moral thing in France, , 
-■■ Call'd by the natives BUnseance : 
Much are the English mob inclined to scout it^ 
But rarely is Monsieur Canaille witliout it« 

To BiensSance.^ih tedious to inch'ne. 

In many cases ; 
To flatter, par example, keep sinoolh faces . 
When kick'd, or suifring grievous want of coiru 

To vulgars, Bietiseancc m^y seem an oddity, 
i cltieni it a most portable commodity ; 

A sort oFma^c wand ;^ 
Which, if 'tis us'd with ingenuity^ 
Aldioagh an utensil of much tenuity y 

in place of something solid it will stand* 

s. 
For verily IVe marvellM, times enow 

To sec an Englishman,, the ninny. 
Give people for llieir services a guinea. 

Which Frenchmen have re warded, with a ^W* 

Bows are a bit of Bienseance 
Much practised too in ihat same France^ 
ykit'caird by Quakers, children of inanity : 
'feitjas they pay their court to people's vanity, 
' Like rolling-pins they smooth where'er they go 
The souls and faces of mankind, like dobgh I 
W^ith some, indeed, mzy Bienshnce ^xtVdM 
To folly — 8e« the under- written tale. 



THE 
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1 

Up leaps the herd of sw ine for hit protection ; 
Just like the herd thai had ihe devU, 
A way they scani|>er, all so civil. 
Resolving or to free him or to die: 

Such is of swine the friendly quality^ ^ 

Although proverbial for brutality ! 

But when« at Newgate tobeliung, 
A Christian pours a dying sui)g, 

I grant that numbers hasten to the wretch. 
Most pig-like — but, alas ! lift not a hand 
To keep him longer in the Und, 

And snatch him from thelalons of Jack Ketch* 

No; An the contrary, so fond their eyes 
Of seeing how a brother dies, 
I, from the bottom of my soul, believe 
They would not wish him a reprieve. 

Thus, were your ^ood friend Pj rr condemnM to swing : 

Nay, ev'n were greater people I oould name. 

For whom with goodly zeal ye seem to4ame; 
I don't believe you'd wish to cut the string. 

Were ye but tolerably sure 

The next in pow'r would give yocT sixpence more. 

Learn then, my Lords (though with contempt ye treat 

*ero) 
Friendship from hogs, as well as eat 'em. 



AT length my subjects end ; and noifr 

To Fo L t V let me make my best Court bow. 

O'Goddess! siill monopolize the Grbat c 
Then oft, to please the palate of the times. 
The Muse shall ride to market with her rhymes. 

And thrive upon her Helicon estate. 
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tXPOSTULATORY ODES 

TO M 

GREAT DUKB 

AXO A 

LITTLE LORD. 



-r^Tcfrens dicendie<^a multip. 



Et tua mortifera ei# facundia; . 

\ JuviKAL* 

Full many a wight hath suifer'd for a tong, 
AndcursM his volubihty of tongue. 

That Feter may not thus have caate to %xf 
With Juvatal, poor fellow^ let us pray i 



VolAL K EPT 



EPISTLE DEDICATORY. 

MY LORDS, 

'VrOURuNcoimoN attention iomy 
late publications demand a return of 
gratitude. Permit me to present to your LoRDaHips 
the following Lyric Trifles, which, if possessed of merit 
sufficient to preserve diein from oblivion, will infoxm 
Posterity that you existed* 

I am> my Lords^ 

&c. &c. ^c. 

PETER PINDAR. 



( 95 ) 



EXPOSTULATORY ODES. 



ODE L 



MOST siobfe Peeri, there goer aa odd report, 
Tiial yoa, prinns fav'rilet of an AoMtf Courts 
Are hunting treason 'midst my publications; 
Hunting, like bloodhounds, with the keenest no«e«» 
Which nound-like hunting nat'rally supposes 
The Bard dares satirise the Ki no of Natiovi : 

Ye shaq;> state-mousers, with your watering jaws, 
God keep me firoin the vengeance of your chws ! 
An Asiatic ^fjtki, may be renewed : 
What feathers flying, what a field of. bkod, 

'Twixt blcon BuEKB and Sbsridan, so brave. 
And heron Hastings, such a dainty dish. 
So wont to cram on Asiatic fish. 

The largest, fattest of the eastern wave! 

Yes» yes, I hear that ye have'watch'd my notOi 
And wishM to squeeze my tuneful throat : 
When TirvRLow your designs roost wisely scouledp 
Swearing the Poet should not yet be knouted. 

IThus when grimalkin in its cage espies 

A linnet or a canary-bird, so sweet ; 
The scoundrel Hfls, so sanctified, his eyes 

Contriving how the warbler's back to greet: 

K2 He 



M MxrostxyLArbKt odes. 

He squints, and licks his lips, stalks round and roqnd. 
Twinkling with mischief taught his tiger tai(; 

Now on his rump he sits, in thought profound. 
Looks up with hungry wishes to assail ; 

When $i|dd£^^TKers jxl^er with a Toaf, ^ ^ » . / 

And JEicts Ae'fechiam^ tatirdVer to thedoofr*:^ ' 



ODE II. 



T> IGHT honest watch-dogs of tlie State, 
-»^ I like to smile.at KingSy but treason hate. 

Mostbus^Jijini»m><i«,Bw«-aence>*;r}ta^,^^^ ^'l^^ ^ 

Apr)MM4liM:«tattfs#d}ati3efer^1rie; '' ^ 
Believe hot ;t*lU**lieP«et can o#on*; * '^** 

Ye e*4«! ciiny«<r*fc:te<*nrth''dttlWdJt?ftt^7^ 

. / ... ;J '. ' I'-irr. i .1,), i*V 

7 Petea, perp^rate so foul a ih«\g ! 
/ offer mischief to so gCffnl a King 1 
Now be it k}iowl)4«.aU <tim r'^Khnsaeound^- v / . . . ^ i 
I woul(f;no^.!p^e.j»k^ hi^QA for iwestAyifpoiUBdV » . ' O 
Mild Os B9 RM£, soTler Ajfihja theidotWn of gooiae, j « '' ; '. 
I beg thou wilt?»i>|t kt stt«pick>n bose,; . > , ./ . 

If so,of))(^tory rii t^Q^pi<^pilef-r^ v / 

Divulge some \aw^ ^nif^MM wiih Mistress CvYtsftf 
So lame, indeed, so singularly stupi^. 
As gave a blu.<b to lit^J^ pU^tHng Cupid I 

O heav'ns I can ]^u%,i\k^<^t9^ OBsoKif b loi^g^ 
Foes to the Muse,, to cul, 0^t•BRT^nt'8 tongue B ' .;* •; 
Arm'd.wiUi the»J[p.ve-like thunders of the. crowr, / 

To kiiock with ihps« d^e^d t|olts a simple Poet (|owft ? ' 

IjO \ into life against my will I iumbled ; . ^ 

And, says my nuvse, 1 made a horrid clfettef'; . 
' Kick'd, sprawPd, and sputter'd, gap'd, and xryM, aiiJ" ^ 
grumbl^, , . 
Quite angry, seemingly, with mother Nature ; 

Who* 
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Who, queen-tike, thinking all she does is right. 
Against my wishes lugg'd me into light ; 
And what is harder, ^i\d worse xnanners itUI, 
She'll kick me out of it against mj will. ^ 

T«t since on this world's theatre Vm thrown. 
Which with my temper now begins to suit ; 

And since its drama pleases, I must own 
I should be sorry to remain a mute ; 

Inclined to say, tike Beck po a d, undeterred, 

" By G— d I'll speak, and d-mme I'll be beard/'* 

My Lords, I fain would live a little longer ; 

For, lo ! desire^ as to a bosom wife. 

Undoubtedly the greatest bliss of life. 
Hath taken deeper root and stronger. 

Would HE who made tiie world look down* and say, 
'• PETEBi wilt live on earth a thousand years?** 

^ Lord, Lord," I should delighted roar away, 
" Ten thousand, if to thee it meet appears." 

** So long ! what for ?" the Deity may cry. 
** O great Divinity, quoth I, ^^ 

" A thousand reasons ; principally one, 
" To see tlie present Prince of Wales> 
*• Whom, many an aspic tongue assails, 

'* Aloft on Britain's envied throne ;. 

^ Where half the Monarch's that have sat before 
•* Have only sat to eat, and drink, and snore; 
^ To blast, nay damn the credit of the age, . 
" And load with foliy HisVxy's blushing page." 

» Tire House orCbmmons frequently resounded with those 
tmphatic cxpresaion* of the late angry patriotic Alderman, when 
gentlemen, by scraping, hemming, coughinii, and groanirig 
(to adopt the phraseology of my old friend Doctor Jphnson) 
meant to oppugn the impetuosity of pecuniary arrogance, and' 
'annihilate the ebullition of pertinacious loquacity; 

K-3 And, 
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And, Jbnkihiok^ sliould thy hard face befadld^ 
A G EOR G E T H^ Fo u & T H upoti the thfone, 

Adipu at onc6 tf^ age of gold I 

Behold % hopes of higher honours gone ! 

Then get thy^f an Earldom quick, quick« qukk> 
For fear of Fo r to n e's wild vagaries ; , 

Thus shall thy dai^hters all, like mushrooms, thick. 
Rise Lady JoAMsaadMikPG&siNEi^i^sand Mar in^» 



ODE III. 



T OWN I love the Pr ik c b — his virtues charm : 
^ I know the youth received from heav'ii a heart; 
In frioBd^hifp's cause I knotnr hk bosom warm. 
That loaketh ceriam/o^.witb wonder slairt. 

^h true, that from my ^oul the man I. hate, 
Immers'd in mammon, and by mislry got ; 
"Who, to complete his dinner, licks his plate,. 
*^ And wishes to have ev*ry thing for nought : 

Who, if he gamM, the dice would meanly oog;; 
Rob the blind beggar^s scrip, and starve his d^£ 
And that there are such wretches near a l^fone» 
Degraded Nature tells it with a groan. 

Perdition catch Uie money-gn^ping wretchv ^ 
With hook'Iike fingers ever on the stretch,. 
Who, fighting, vents on G HARM" r a cursCr 
Thaft asks, for Want,, a penny from his purse E 

The heart that lodges in thai miser's breast,, 
For mcmey, feeb the hunger of the shArk ^ 

Resembling, too, the rusty iron chest 
That holds hi3 idolr-close, andhard>, anddaxik*. 



Gifre 



Give me the j^oUUi who darei at tiuieii unbend ; 
And, scafning Moush ati^m's prude4ike ttere^ 
Can to her teeth^ and to.the world, declare, 

Ebriety a merk with a friend* 

When FaisiTDSHrp draws the corks, and bids the ^Mbe 
With mirth and salltes of the'soul, resound; 

When Frikndsbip bids the bowl overflowing fiMM, 
Till MoRWiNG eyes the board lyiih plenty crownM ^ 

Behold the Virtu bs that sublimely soar« 

Instead of meanly 6$makig, cry '* BncoreJ* 



ODE IV. 



^nn'ITH you* my Lords, Tm ev'ry thing that's evil j 

There's scarce a crime I've not committed ; 
The very essence of the devil ;1 

Deserving by the demon to be spitted. 

Just like a turkey, goose, or duck, 

Prepar'd by Joan the cook to go to fire ; 
So wantoil have you both been pleasM to pluck 

The swan who beats in song hisThebian sire* 

Of ev'ry quality am I bereft — 
Not even tlie siiadow of a virtue left ; 
Not one small moral feather in my wings. 
When dead, to lift me to the King of Kings. 

My Lords, be ware*— by mouthinr oft my naoM 
Unwisely, ye may dtinm me into Sinie : 
Bv letting thus your spleen on Peter loose, 
lie builds irwmphal ancbes on nbtae / 

In vain the Baud turns ocuHst, and tries 
To purge the fihn from this world's darken'd eyes •: :' ' 
In vain to Printers and io Printers devils > ' * 

I fly# msA advertise to cure King's firib ^ 

With 
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With huge contempt ye look on me, alack ! 
My nastruuu curse, and call the B a a d a quack*^ 

In general, authors are such cc^ward thtngs. 
They fear to speak their sentiments of Kings, 

Till those same Kings are dead ; and then the crowds 
(Just likea pack of hounds) historian, bard. 
With throats of thunder run his memory bard. 

And try to tear him piece-meal irom his shroud- 
Now, if we wish a Monarch to reclaim^ 

In God's name let us speak before he's dead;: 
Or else lis ten to one we miss our aim^ 

By staying till tlie Fa tes have cut his thread :: 
After this operation of their knife, 
I ne'er knew reformation in my life. 

And yet, what fs the greatest King when dead,. 
When du5t and worms his eyes and ears overspread,. 
And low he lies beneatli the stone ? 
The man who millions callM hfs own, 
Howe'er his spectre may be willing. 
Cannot give change t'y e foe a shilling ( 



O B E V. 



'^tT'OUR taunting voices now, my Lords, I hear,. 
•*• And thus they grate the poet's loyal ear :. 
** Bard, we are both superior to thy lays j 
" Deaf to thy censure, and despise thy praise* 

'*- Know that our Monasch lifts his head sublime 
" Beyond the reach of groveling rhyme, 

'\ At} Atlas, hiding midstthe thickest clouds; 
*^ 'WMlU thou, a beetle, doom'd to buzz below, 
•'.In circles, envious, rambling to and fro, 

'" Survey'st the shining mist, hisiiead thatjhrouds*. 

" Thjft 



^ Thy rhymes, insulting Kings with pigmy pride, 
'' ArQ like the seas iilad waves that make a pother^ 

'' Wild rushing on some promQi>torjf'sside« 
" Oiie* Rofsy Uockhead following another : 

** Tlie'Stately promoiTlory seems to say, 
" Aspiring fbds, go back again, go home : 

** At once the shoeSdtfrM bullies, dash'd away, 
" Sink from his \nshj side ih fruitless foam. 

" Thou, with i^iwtaBiolitf likethysdf, 

" A poor opiniated senseless elf, 

" Letting ofi Kings tKy peix Kcentiotis loosfc, 

*' Art like an impudent laite gobse, 

•' Who, as thetravler'calftily ttots aliAig, 

" Starts from amongsit his fl6cfc, an ilibVfed ihr(y(ifo 

'^ Wirddllng iint'h pok*&aciai neck, tfnd ^dfce so coarto, . 

•' As if to swallow up th6«faCfi and hohei '''' ' 

" Witli rumpled feathers io.the $teed h^ steals : - . . 

" And. like a coward, snaps hisn' by the heels : , ' ' 

" Then to his gatig, with ftapping^ pinions hobbtii^ * 

" The fool erect fel«rhsTtf Dewn gobbling, 

" And from eacTi biX)lhter*s greelh>g gviljet drawi 

" The mingled trjumph of a coarse applause, 

"■ As if the trotting enemies were beaien, 

*^ And man and" palfry fairly kiM'd and eat^iu ' 

y Poor rogue, thou hast not got the trifling spirit 
** To own thy King,e'er did one act of .no^jrit,'* 

My Lords, with great saifaniission to your sense^ 
Giving the lie^ jKBt hoping nooiienoe 9 ' 
An act is his itiy heart with rapture4iaifs->— <^ ' 
G£OEGEgav0the widrld'thePatHCB op Wa'l«»; 
A Prince, who,<wfaeii he ftfla Old B»gland*» t^hrone 

The Virtues and fair Soibwob ^afl sutroimd it ; 
And when^he quits the sceptre, all shall own 

He left it as imn^/iW as he fbund it. 



ODE 



O D E VI. 

GREAT was the Bard's idesire lo sin^ the Queen^ 
Vast in her soul, majestic in her mien : 
Butfierce George Harding * swore if pens or pen,* 
Of woman, women, man, or men, 

In an^ wise or shape, in ode or tale^ 
DarM mention that superior Lady, lo ! 
The law should deal them such a bbw !— ' 
Hang, pill'r j^ or confine for, life in jail I . / , 

And as a kite, on whom the small birds stare^ 
That towering <fritic of the air, ., * 

Is oft beset with tribes of rtfuks and crows 
Amidst the crystal fields of Heaven j 

By tvhose harcl. beaks and wings, no cominoa foe^ 
Sea knocks to gentle kite are gtv'n ; 

Surrounded thus amidst that loAy hall, 

NamM Westminster, the gentle Bard 
Might of the sable legions taste the gall : 

He, therefore, tvisely means to play his card ; 
The Poet's quidlibet amendi waves. 
And thus his hide an old companion saves. 

Ah, me ! Ihe legislators of Parnassus, 
In liberty, though Englishmen surpass us ! 
What's found at Hippocrene, the Poet's Spa, 
Is not, I ween, at Westminster, sound law I 

Parnassus never with rare Genius wars ; 
But aiding, lifts its head to strike the start: 

At Westminster how dift*'rent is kts £ite ! 
Where if he soars sublime, and boktty sings. 
The sheers of Law., like Fat b\ sltaU snip his wings 

And bid him warble through an iron grate. 

Perchaunce law-neckcloths, form'd of deal or oak,, 
Like marriage, often an unpleasant yoke, 

* Solicitor to the Queea. 

Shalt 



Shall nideljT hug bis hftrmleis throats 

And stop his Apollinian note ; 

The empire of ftiir Poetry o'erturning. 

And puttiDg every gentle Muss in moitrninjg. 



ODE vn. 



"VTE tell me both, with grievous malice carping; 
^ On one dull tune eternally Vm harping. 

You would have said to Milton iust the same ; 
Who through twelve books the head of Satan maidM | 
Such names the prince of darkness calPd, 
As must have made you roar out ' shame !' 

Ye would (or gr^tly I oustake) have said, 

'* What ! Milton, always plaguing the poor Devil \ 

•' For ever beating Nick about the head ! 
" How canst thou be so dev'lisiiiy uncivil? 



*t 



Was not one book sufficient for thy spleen, 
'* But must thou to a muoimy bt^at him, 
<' And, like a pickpocket, so borb'rous tceat him 
^ Through books a dozen or fourteen V* 

Suppose these things ye could .lave uttered. 

And glorious Milton, like a ninny. 

Had ahswer'd, '* There is sense and reason in ye^ 
** Thank ye, kind Gentlemen, for all you've utter*d ; 

" The hint you offer not amiss is ; 

** I'll tear my Paradise to pieces/' 

Suppose I ask you what had been the evil } 
Believe me, something lo the world's sad cost : 

By such civility to spare the Devil, 

My Lordsy « second Iliad had been lost. 



Thus 



ThiH from poor PE^VMrt^ke tii^ QiKVuv-^M^kt^ i : ' 

Of fun ye rob him of cart4o^d8r 
What would his CM^tonmrs sslPdo ODd.sajti 

Lord ! ,qifr4^you,foc tl|9tDi4<q£0ide9>v 

You'll say, *' Let Satire meaner subjects look/* 
Well , J E K K y ,* grant my sairre flies at you. 
Who'd buy my melancholy vulgar book ? 

Adieu, fair Fa m b,. figd FpHTV ibis's smiles adieu ! 

Butifwe, daring trim, a^ royal jilcfcet;^ ^ 

Lord ! what a bu,yingi rea^ii^g ! w^t. a> tandutit i 
How spruce the metamoFphps^'d Iwd a{»peB£& I 
With wb^t^aconfidenoebei packs \m e^vs. ! 
Who just before, in pit^ms chop -fall'nr plight, 
Look'd of tb9.¥H>efui.faoQ,.l44.MiVii!QiiiV8 XNbcitT ! 

Who runs to see a. monkey in a. tfapr ? 

Bui let the noble lion grace the gin,, 
Lo ! the whole world is ouir to see (um sn^i^ 

To hear. him.grpwU and triumph, o'er, his grin I - \ 

Cut ofFithe head of a great Lord, 

Not wisef tinn the head'of a great goose, 

Tow'r Hill atonoe with gapets will be'irtot*<f 
Ai^ii^tW world was all broke Ibose : 

But when a little villain haps to swing^ 
What a poor soliliarifyi sicitig ! . 
How few by Cu,Hi99i.i^¥race fttcfa^d 
TiM^Qitbevrppfs^c^ juf^Re stfi^fcehTd t . 

Scarce any but the haoi^oanaDdi Ibe pri^at^ 
Todotheir dutyatthecuiprit's^^ide,. - ' 

With hemp and pray Vs his neck and soul assist. 
And wish the lonely traveler a.good.dde. 

. * Here seemeth to be a contradiction ; but when the reader 
is informed that Jbnkv c&iuiot'Wtth«nt mockery, be' xaoiked 
amongst the GjttiAiri.tteiayttiery'Staod^^xpiailictk 
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ODE VIIL 



TJTARK ! hark ! I bear your courtier pair exc]aim» 
1 X «* This Petbr isTlie roost audacious dog j 
*' The fellow hath no rev'rence for a name— 

" A King to him is scarce above a log.*' 
Sometimes below* a log. Sirs, if you please 5 
A bold assertion, tobeprovM with ease. 

But, goodly Gentlemen^ I do desire ye 
T' avoid in this aflfatr minute inquiry 
Concerning iheir respective merit ; 
I fear less prudence will be seen than spirit : 
Logs umvermliy are useful things ; 
Aposiulatum not allowed to Kmg4» 

*' For us, on Honour's pinnacle,'' ye cry 

" Whose heads ar.e nearly level with the sky, 

*' High basking in the blaze of regal pow'r ; 

'* This Pbtkr, seldom from rank pride exempt, 

, * Calls us, with scowling eyes of fix'd contempt^ 

" A pair of jackdaws perch'd upon a tow'r. 

" Archbishops, bishops, servants of the Jl.ord, 

" Head servants too, wl\o preach *d the purest word, 

" With waving hands enforcing goodly ma.tter, 
" No more by him, the scorner, are accounted 
*' Than imp-like sweepers on their chimneys mounted, 

*' That wield their brush, ^nd to the vuJgar chatter.*^ 

True, my dear Lords—for n^erit only warm. 
Me, rank and trappings long have ceas'd to charm. f 
And yel, their eyes the stupid miiiion bless. 
For barely getting $i^hu of rank and dress ! 

- ' •A tew/ote^n Mooarchs justify tho assertion. ^ 

Voi.lL L When 
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When Judges a campaigning go. 
And on their benghes look so big, . 

What gives them consfequence, I trow. 
Is nothing biit a bushel wig : 

Yet bumpkins, gaping with a bullock stare. 
See ioiiy learning lodgM in ev'ry hair. 
But heads, not hair, my admiration draw ! 
Not wigs, but wisdom, strikes tny soul with awe. 



ODE IX. 



nPHE man who printeth his poetic fits, 
-*- Into the Public's mouth his head commits ; 
Too oft a lion's mouth of danger full. 
Or flaming mouth of Phal A Ris's bull: 
He pours the sad tepentant groan in vain : 
The cruel world but giggles at his pain. 

For, lo ! our world, so savage in its nature. 
Would rather see a fellow under water. 
Or, from the attic story of a house. 

Fall down souse ^ . 

Upon a set of cursed iron spikes. 
Than see him with the blooming lass be likes. 
Blest on a yielding bed of down^or roses. 
Where Loves fond couples often join their noses. 

JJpon me what a host I've got ! 

Who by their black abuses Boil their pot. 

Ay, that's the reason — wide-raouth'd Hungbr calls; 

And from the hollows of each stomach bawls! 

Thus the poor silk-worms, born to bless mankind. 
Whilst for the shiv'ring world the jobe tliey spin. 

In ev'ry ring a thousand msects find, 
Gnawing voraciously tlieir liarmless skin. 



Ar«I 
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And Ihus the lambs, whose useful fleeces Ireat 
With coats and blankets people of all stations 

By preying maggots are beset, ^ 

Harb'ring whole stinking nations ; 

Which, from their backs, the crows so kindly pick. 

Enough- to make a Christian sick. 

Oh, would some critic crow hut eat the pack 
Now nestling in my lyric back. 
That daily in their hosts increajfe. 
And try to spoil the finest fleece ! 
Why am I persecuted for my rhymes. 
That kindly try to cobble Kings and times ! 

To mine, Charles Churchill's rage was downright 
rancour ; 
He was a flrst-rate man-of-war to me» 
ThundVing amidst a high tempestuous sea : 

Tm a small cockboat bobbing at an anchor ; 

Playing witli pateraroes that (Uarm, 

Yet scum to do a bit of harm. 

My satire^ blunt— his hoisted a keen edge ; 

A ;$ugar-hammer mine — but his a biacksmithN sledge ! 

And then Ma/ Junius! what a scalping fellow ! 
Who dar'd such treason and sedition bellow ! 

ComparM to them, whose pleasure 'twas to stab. 
Lord ! Tm a melting medlar to a crab ! 

My hun>our of a very diflfVent sort is : 
Their satire's horrid hair-cloth ; mine is silk ; 
I am a pretty nipperkin of milk; 

They, two enormous jugs of aqua-fortk. 

CompairM to their high floods of foaming satire* 
My rhyme's a rill — a thread of murmuring water : 
A whirlwind they, that oaks Jike stubble heaves; 
, i, zephyr whispering, sporting through the leaves, 

L 2 -And 
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And such all candid people must concftide ifc— . ■ 
The world should say of Peter Pindar's strain 
'' In him the courtl)' Hor ace lives again*-" - 

" Vircum pracordia Fetrus ludit.'' 

Wliich ediS,y scrap of Lati-n thus I render. 

No man by Feter\s verse is harshly bitten ; , 

Like lambkins bleats the bard so sweet and tender. 
And playlul as the sportive kitten. 

So chaste his simUs,%o soft his style. 

That ev'n hisibittVest enemies should smile : 

He biddeth not his verse in thunder roar— 
His lines perpetual summer— sunshine weather ; 

He ikkhs only, how can he do more. 
Whose only instrument's z. feather f 



ODE X. 



T IKE children, charmM with Pr Aise's sugar'd song, 
•■^ How much the Great admire the cringing throng \ 
^ . And how most lovingly, the men tiiey hale 
Who, to the stubbornness of conscience bom. 
Tenacious of the rights of nature, scorn 
To hold the censor to the nose of State ! 

Too many a weak-brain'd man, and silly dame^ 
Are made ridiculous by fulsome fame 5 
Rais'd on high pedestals in rich attire, 
-For halF the globe to laugh at, not admire. 

Ye bid the bard in panegyric shine ; 
With courtly adulation load the line : 
Sirs, adulation is a fatal thing-— 
Rank poison for a subject, or a King, 
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My Lords, I do declare that it requires 

A brain well fortified, to bear great flatl'rie^ ; 
Sucb very dangerous roask'd batteries. 

That keep on great men's brains such ceaseless fires ! 

I hope that God will give such ^reat men grace 

To know the general weakness of the place. 

Pray do not fancy what I utter strange— 

The love of flattery is the soul's rank mange. 

Which, though it gives such tickling joys. 

Instead of doing service it destroys : 

Just as the mange to lapdogs' skins apply'd, ' 

Though pleasing, spoils the beauty of the hide. 

A sonnet now and then to please the fair. 
With flattery spic'd a little, does no harm ; 

That talks of names, perfections, hope, despair. 
And hyperbolically paints each charm. 

P'rhaps io a fault at times, my Muse's art. 
By admiration swelPd, hath soarM too high; 

But CvNTHiA knew the lover's partial art. 
And chid her poet for the tuneful lie. 

Perhaps too loud the bard hath struck the lyre : 

And when th' enthusiast, iwith a lover's fire> ; . . 

More bright than angels, gave the nymph to glow ; 
By Truth's delightful dictates solely sway'd^ 
Ought of his favVite Cynthia to have said, 

" She triumphs only o'er the world below.'* 



ODE XI. 



TivTY Lords, I wonH consent to be "a bug, 

^^ To battien in the royal rug, 
And on the backs of Monarchs meanly crawlj 
And niore, my Lords, I hope I never shalU 

Yet certain vermm I can mention, love it ; 

You knovr the mlserables that c^nptw^ iU 

L 3 * I cannot^ 
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I cannot, Papist-Uk«, (a dupp to Kings) 
Create div^nitie? ffom wooden tilings^ 

Somewhere in Asia— I forget the place— 
Ceylon I think it is-7-)'es, yes. Tin right—* 

There, Kings are deem'd a lieav'nly r4cc. 
And blasphemy it is their pow'r to slight. 

Like crouching spaniels, down black Lords must lie^ 
Whene'er admitted to tl>e Royal eye. 
And say, whenever the mighty Monarch cbais 
To those black Lords about tlieir wives and brats. 

That happen in tlie world to tumble : 
*' Dread Sice, your slave and bitch my wife 

" Hath brought, to bless your dog so. humble, 
*' One, two, three, four, five puppies into life ; 
•* All subject to your godhke will and pow'r, 
*' To hang or drown iu half an hour*'* 

Tliis is too servile, Imust dare confess-*- 
'Twixt man and man the difl'^rence should be 1cm. 

I own I brought two wond'ring eyes to town. 
Got bent by mobs my ribs like any hoop. 

To see the mighty man who wore. a crowri-^ 
To see the man to whom great jcourtieca stoop. 

Much had L read, which c€vti$ some^iipe since is» 
My Bible so replete with Kings and Princes, 

And tltpught Kings taller than my parish steeple; 
1 thought too, which was natural enough, 
Jo V E made their akim-of very diffVent stuff 

From that which clothes the bones oicommcm people. 
But, mark ! by slaring, gaping ev'ry day. 
The edge of admimUon-wore away,- 

Like razors' edges rubbM against a stoi\e ; 
Kings cea$*d tp,bjB such objects pi devotion ; 
I saw the B(eings soon without emotion^ 

And (ihought JU^e <u4iie tbeif tK>di«J| fl^ ^nd bpne. 

Like 
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Like many thou^aods^ I was weak enough 
To think Jove kept a soul and body shop ; 

Like mercers^ had variety of Muff 
For such whose turn it was to be made up ; 

And that he treated with great h'berality 

Folk born to figure in the line of quality ; 

Giving souls superfine, and bones and bloods. 

In short, the choicest of celestial goods : 

But on the lower cla«;ses when em ploy 'd, 

II struck me that he "work 'd with much sang-froid. 

Not caring one brass farthing for the cliaps ; 
Forming them just as girls themselves amuse 
In making workbags, pincushions, and shoes— 
Videlicet, from scraps. 

Now can't I give a tiiimhleful of prai«e. 
E'en to an Emp'ror, if uncrownM by merit. 

A starving principle, 'faith, now a-days. 
And unconnected with the coiirtier's spirit. 

You, Sirs, I think, can give it witli a ladk^ 

And rock of grinning Itjiotism the cradle. 



ODE XIL 



CO much abus'd, I lose my lyric merit— • 
^ Evaporated half its spirit; 
Reduc'd from alcohol to phlegm : 
From solid pudding tp whipp'd cream ! 

There was a time, when, liOt one bit afraid 
Of augJ.t the people roar'd, or sung, or said^ 
I carelessly my fay'rite trade pursuM ; 
Invok'd Apolfo, and the Muses woo'd : 
And, with the stoicism that lulls a stone, 
I sat me dowo^ and pick'd my mutton bone* 



Thus 
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Thus when, amidst the trembling world of waves. 
The cloud wrapp'd Genius of the tempest raves. 

And, 'midst the hurrying mass of spectred gloom. 
Fate, mounted on the wild wing of the blast. 
Shouts desolation througli the twilight waste. 

And, thund'ring, threats a system's doom ; 

Lo ! with light wing a gull the billows sweeps. 
Sports on the storm, and mocks the bellowing deeps j 
Now on the mountain surge composM he ^^quats. 
Adjusts his feathers, and looks round for sprats. 

I now may say, with righteous David, " Lord, 
*' With foes Pm sore encompassed about ;" 

And rhyme-like Stern hold, once for verse ador'd, 
" I wote not when I shall get out; 

" So craftily the heathen me assail, 

*' My canticfe doth not a whit avail." 

Lo ! almost ev'ry one at Peter's head 

Levels his blunrferbuss, and takes a pop- 
Bounce on my dear os fronds falls the lead ; 

Bui harmless yet, thank God, Fve seen it drop : 

Yet, by and by, some luckless shot 

May knock about the brafns of tuneful Peter \ 
Thousands will smile to see him go to pot. 

And mcxk him in his grave, with shameful metre; 
Not so our gracious King and Queen, I know it — 
They've />2}y, if not /^ence, to givea poet. 

Patient as Job, when Satan, all so vile. 

Belting his skin against the Lord's, 
Adding a most contemptuous smile. 

As well as most indecent words, 
Cover'd the man of UZ with boils. 
At which, with horror, evVy heart recoils : 

Yes, patient as the man of UZ am L 
Though forc'd on En v y 's burning coals to frj^ 

Seek 
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Seek I the Court?— I^ordii, Lordlingi flj diepboe-^ 
The ladies^ too, so full of 'loyal grace, 

' Turn their gaj back» when there I ihov^ mj head ; 
As happened at St. James's t'other day. 
When up the stairs I took my solemn way. 

And fiW^d Xhe fine-dress'd gentleiblks with dread. 

Off* Br u DEN EI.L flew $ and, with bis siar so blasingr * 
Off ilew the frighten'd Sir Joh n Dick, so stout^ 

Who won his blazing star by means amazing— 
£y manufacturing sour crouC. 

Off Hew with this great crout composing Dick, 
Thomson, and Salisbury, HARcouRT,andGolditick; 
Such was the terror at the man of rhymes. 
As though he entered to divulge their criiftcs. 

Thus on a bank, upon a summer's day, * 

Of some fair stream of Ea«t or Western Ind, 
When puppies join in wanton play. 
' Free from the slightest fear ot being skinn'd i 

If from that stream, which all so placid flows, - 
A sly old alligator pokes his nose; 
Wishing, percAattrtCtf, to lake a slice of cur ; 
At once the dogs are oflf upon the sppr ; 
Nor once behind them cast a courtly look. 
To compliment the monarch of the brook. 



ODE XIII. 

"TVESERTED in my utmost need by fate, 
••-^ Like fam'd Da r i u s, great ami good ; 
FaiPn, fall'n, poor fellow, from a large estate; 

Forc'd, forc'd to brouse, like goats, the lanes for food ! 

Alas! 
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Alajf !- deserted quite by ev?ry . friend j 

And what than Friendiihip can be sweeter? 

Lo ! not a soul ivill kind assistance lend ; 
Lo ! ev'ry puppy lifls bis leg at Peter ! 

Like sjome loiie insulated po^k am I, 

Wh^re, midst th' Atlantic vast, old ^ol raves; 
Shook by the thatidef s of each angry sky. 

And rollM on by the pushinjaj world of waves ! 

So hard, indeed, the critic.iempest blows, 

2 scarce can point against the gale my nose— 

A storm niore v rodent wa» never seen I 
So dread the war ! — indeed it mus*' be dread. 
When from his shop John Nichols pops his head^ 

And pours the thunders of bis Magazine. 

For heavier artillVy ne'er was play'd : 

And yet, hot all lb' artill-ry is his own ; 
Havley, a close ally, in ambuscade 

Behind, assists the war of furious John. 

John Nichols, With Will. Hay ley for his ^Squire^ 
Are serious.things, howe'er the world may laugh j 

And therefore dread I much to face the fire 
Of tliis mlrepid Hudibras and Ralph, 

You too, my Lords, combin*d with tho^e dread £o6% 
To tear the bard to pieces for his rhymes. 

Is very cruel, righteous Heav'n well knows^ 
And does no sort of credit to the. times. 

Yet let me feel myself-— Pm not yet dead. 
Though mauPd so terribly about the head ; 

By Printers Devils and allies surrounded : 
Perhaps, like the Prussian Monarch, I may rise,. 
Herculean, to the world*s surprise. 

And see my eriemies confounded* 



Full 
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Full many a cock hath won ten pound. 
Though seemihg dead, stretch'd out arotdH the pit<«» 

LeapM up, and giv'n his foe a fatal wound- 
Then why not mine^ ye Gods^ the lucky hit? 



i ODE XIV. 

TT7ITH your good leave^ my Lords, III now tak« 
^^ mine. ' , 

f Not deem'd, prrchatmce, a poet quite divine — 

Perchaunce with beasts at Ephesus I've warr'd, 
[ Like that prodigious orator. Saint Paul ; 

And for my stanzas, p'rhaps both great and small^ 
Ye kindly wish me feather^ well, and tarred. 

Te think I loath the namcpi King, no doubt- 
Indeed, my Lords, you never were more out : 
I am. not of that envious class of elves : 
' Though Dame Macauley turns on Kings her tail> 
With great respect \he sacred names I hail. 
That is, of Monarchs who respect themselves* 

But should they act with meanness, or like fools. 
The Mus£ shall place a fooPs-cap on their skuUi. 
Stubborn aft many a King, indeed, I am — 
That is, as stubborn as a halterM ram : 

A change in Pbtek's life ye must not hopei 
To try to wash an ass's face. 
Is really labour to misplace ; 
! And really loss of tiqa^e, s^ well. as soap. 



€Di; 
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ODE XV. 

T)RAY let me laugh, my Lords; I must, I wiil-— 
■*' My Lords, tny laughing musctes can't lie still i 
UnpolishM in the supple schools of France* 
I cannot burst, to pleasure Complaisance. 

Care to our coffin adds a naif, qq d^bt ; 
And ev'ry grin, so merry, draws one out : 

I own I like to laugh^ and hate to sigh ; 
And think that risibility was giv'n 
For human happiness, by gracious Heav'n, 

And that we came not into life to cry : 

To wear long faces, just as if our Maker, 
The God of Goodness, was an undertaker. 
Well pleas'd to wrap the soul's unlucky mien 
In sorrow's dismal crape, or bombasine. 

Methiiiks I hear the Lord of Nature say, 

*' Fools, how ye plague me ! go, be wise, be gay ; 

" No tortures, penances, your God requires-^ 
*' Enjoy, be lively, innocent, adore, 
** And know that Heav'n hath not one angel more 

'' In consequence of groaning nuns and [rlaxs. 

" Heav'n never took a pleasure or a pride 

*' In starving stomachs, or a horsewhipp'd hide. 

*' Mirth be your motto — merry be your heart .♦ 
'* Good laughs ar^ pleasant moffensive things; 

" And if their follies happen to divert, 
'' I shall not quarrel at a joke on Kings" 



ODE 
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ODE XVI. 

IF Monarchs (the suggestion, p'rhaps of liars) 
Turn housebreakers, and rob the nuns and friars; 
Steal pictures, crucifixes, heaT'nJy chattels, 
To purchase swords and guns and souls for battles c 

In spite of all the world may say and think, 
If Empresses will, punk-like, kiss and drink : 

If Kings will sell the hares and boars they kill, 
And snipe and partridge-blood for Mammon spill, 
Denying thus themselves a dainty dish ; 
And go themselves to market with their fish : 

Fleas'd with the vulgar herd to join their name. 
If Kings, ambitious of a blacksmith's fame. 
Not wond'rously ambitious in their views. 
Instead of mending empires, make horse shoes: 

Dead to fair Science, if to vagrant hogs, 
Tq toymen, conjurors, and dancing dogs, 
Oreat Princes, pleas'd, a patronage extend. 
Whilst modest Genius pines without a friend z 

Dismissing grandeur as an idle thing, 

If on bob-wigs, slauch'd hats, and thread-bare coats^ 
Upon vulgarity a Monarch doats, 
, More pleas'd to look a coachnan than a king : 

If with their bullocks Kings delight to battle ; 

On hard horEc-chesnnts make them dine and sup| 
Resolv'd to starve the nice-mouth'd cattle 

Until they eat the ^liesnuts np ; 
Poor fellows, from the nuts who tarn away. 
And think it dev'iish hard they can't have hay: 

If Kings -will mount old hoises upon rollers, 
Converting sober mansions into strollers, 
JIeraclitus's gravity can't bear iU- 
1 must laugh out, and all the world mast hear it* 
Vol. JL M ODE 
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ODBXVIL 

JUST Qiie vtJ^d'movey my Lordtt, befiure we parts 
2>« oat lOSK ¥eiig«aiice oil tku^ tomeful avt ; 
'Tis Tery daD^tsons. to ateck a.poet*^ 
Also, rldicultui^— «iiie end wctuliit sliom it. 
Though uot to write-^to r^itd I hear you're.able j 
Rcad^ theb) and' learn instri^dtion from a iabrc. 



TUB PIG AN© MACPIE, 

A FABLE. 

COCKING, his tail, a saucj^ prig, 
A Magpie hopp'd u^k)!! a Pig-, 

. To pull soBi« hair, forsooth, tiyVtne hi» nest^ 
And uith such ea«ie began ihe hair-attack, 
As thinking the fee-simple of the back 
Was by himself ^ and not the Pig^ possest. 

The Boar look'd up, as thunder black, to Mag, 
"Who, squinting do%\ii on him, like an arch wag^ 

Xui0rm!d.Myiil]LeeK some bristles must be toru^^ 
Then busy Ment to work, not nicely smiling ; 
Got a good ha^d^me beakfull i)y good pulling, 

And Jtlew, without a " Thank je," td his thuro. 

The Prg'sct upa dismal jeMing;; 
Followed the robber to his dwelling. 

Who, like a fool, had built it 'midst a brandble-: 
In, manfillly, he sallied, full of might, 
Determined to obtain his ri|[Jtt, 

And 'midst the bushes now began to scv^uble. 



He 
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He drove the Magpie, tore his nest to rags, 
And, hsLppj on the downfall, pour'd his brags-: 
But ere he frOiOi the brambles came, alack ! 

Sis ears and eyes were miserably torn,' 
is bleeding hide in such a plight forlorn, 
He could not count ten hairs upon his back» 



THIS is a pretty tale, my Lortks, and pat : 
To folks like i/ou so clever^ vet bum sut. 
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BENEVOLENT EPISTLE 

TO 

SYLVANUS URBAN, 

ALIAS 

MASTER JOHN NICHOLS, PRINTSBt 

Conunon-Councllinanof FarringdonWard, and CcatoNCencial 
of iatenturft. 

KOT FOltGBTTIN* 

MAST£R WILLIAM HAYLEV^ 
To whkh H *ddtdf 

AN EtEGY TO APOLLO: 

ALSO 

SIR JOSEPH BJKKS tsf THE BOILED FLE^S: 
AN 0D£« 



Fie, nay, prithee, John; 
. Do not quarrel, man I 
X.et's be .merry an^ 
Prink tbOik CatCA 



THE ARGUMENT. 

THE Boet ^comiiMnceth ia a sublime strain of happy imi- 
tation 4Df classic sinoplicity With the* ille f^o— self-conse- 
quence of the Mantuan Bard} giving an account of the-' 
various themes of his Muse, from Majesty to Masterr 
John Nichols— He asketh the reason of John's great, 
an^er, and freeth himself from . the imputation of illibe- 
rality, by tdling the world what handsome things he hath^ 
said of the Printer — ^The Poet attacketh John in turn for 
■hifi want of candour — speaketh oracles to John — maketb. 
a fine comparison betweca himself and purling streams;, 
also between eurs> cats, and courtiers — ^Thc Poet de- 
clairaeth virtuously and poetically against swearing in a 
passion— complaineth of instances of John's cruelty to- 
wards him for barely administering a fiiw admonitory 
lashes to the back of the President of the Rotal 
Society, Madame Piozzi, and Mister James Boswell 
•—The Poet again complaineth of John* disingenuous-- 
ne|8 ; praising, at the same time, his own sweetness of 
disposition— he mentionelh the horrors bf dying people at 
the thouj^ht' of i)eing exhibited in John's "Magazine, in 
which the Poet is supposed to allude to the letters of the 
Rev. Mister Badcock and others, as well as scandalous- 
anecdotes collected from families, to give a zest to his 
monthly lumber — Tlie Poet informeih John of the appel- 
lation given him by some people, and which the Poet 
was always too delicate to use — ^The Poet confesseth that 
he maryelleth- at John's impudence in assuming the ma- 
nagement of the Gentleman's Magazine aSiti Doctor Johk- 
son; on which Doctor Johnson, the Poet passeth a just 
•stricture with unprecedented deHcacy^ — ^The Poet challeng- 
€th John to say he ever exposed him for his praises of such 

as contributed to his Magazine or when he tried to 

eclipse the biographical-fame ^f Plutarch, by his anec- 
dotes of poor old B WYER — ^The Poet exhibiteth more 
instances of grandeur of. soul - still more nobleness ~ still 
more — ^I'he Poet maketh a most luminous remark on the 
difference between the happiness of fooh ixnd wise men ^ 
and concludetb with advising John to make a.proper applw 
cation of his talents. 
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IWIIOy ambitions tha^ the brats, my rhymes, 
9 Should see the gentlel'olks ot tuture limcft; 
KL^e like anliqnes ia value, nor expire, 
Till Rui.v spreads his uuifcrj>al lire ; 
Dredd^thought ! that to destruction must be giv'n 
This charming world, thid handsome work of hcaT'n I 
I, who, regardful of the courtier throng. 
To Kings, and Lords, and Commons, tun'd the song ^ 
Bade Tom * no more indulge the golden dream, 
And kindly wish'd his wit a zcher theme ; 
Struck to the lime and mortar Knight + the string. 
And hail'd of butterflies the nursing king |, 
Who, scorning suns and mooAs, with happier eyes, 
. Beholds from dunghills purple £mp'ror$.§ rise ; 
More blest on this our earth a frog to see, 
To find a cockleshell, and boil a tica||. 
Than dwell in yonder skies, witlrglory crown'd,. 
Where frogs, nor fl^as, nor cockelbhells abound; 
More blest to mark a bat's than augei's wing, 
To hear a grasshopper than seraph sing ; 

• Mr. Warton. + Sir William Chcmbers. 

t Sir Joseph Bapks. ^ A rare s^ies of butterfly, 

g See the Odi a^pag!S 138». 

. . ^ More 
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More pleas'd to view \if rum^r justly paints)^ 

The tails of tadpoles thaa the heads of saints ; 

And hear (to lame if credence may be giv'n) 

One huronmig-bird than all the host of heaven: 

I, who to men of canvass struck the lyre, 

And set with rhyme th' Academy on fire*; 

O'er Mount Paruassus, Jove-like, cast my shoe; 

At poets smll'd and poetesses too ; 

Preferr'd the Ballads of the good Old Bailey, 

To all the cold pomposities of Hayley, 

Whose rhymds+5 as soon as litter'd, jdin the heaps,. 

Where, 'midst her sh^owy gulph Oblivion sleeps : 

So deep, who scarce can dive into himself! 

So lofty, too, the tenant of the shel^! 

Now stirrer than recruits so raw at drill; 

Now petiUmaUre of the Muses' hill : 

I, who to grave Reviewers sigh'd my pray'r. 

Submissive bending at the critic chair; 

And, blushing, begg'd one little laurel sprigs 

To bring importance, and adorn my wig : 

I, whx) Sam VVhitbread's brewliouse prais'd in song^ 

So highly honour'd by the Royal throng ; 

Be-rhym'd a goodly Monarch and his spouse. 

Miss VVhf thread's curtsies, Mister Whitb read's bows^ ' 

Amounting, hist'ry says, to many a score. 

Such, too, as Chiswell Street ne'ep saw before > 

Not e'en forgetting, with my classic force,. 

The Brewer's bulLdog, and his marT'Iing horSe ; 

The curious draymen into puncheons creeping. 

And, charm'd with greatness, through the bung-hote^ 

peeping : 
I, who to I'Ut the chords in anger struck, 
Who whelm'd his Prince so gracefully with, muck; 

9 The Academy, on Jire.\ i. e. pfodnccd an emulation amongaC the 
ingenious artists. This passage seemed to want an explanation, as an 
illiberal reader might have imagined tliat I meant that my academic 
odes had put the membcK into a violent passion ; an idea so very foreiga 
to my wishes. 

i Sach i» ifially the preseat sunk condition of this Lady-anthor. 

Lycurgus^ 
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Lycurgns Pitt, wbose penetrating eyes 

Sehold ihe f^wat of freedom in excise : 

Whose patriot logic possibly maintains- 

Th' identity of liberty in chains : 

I, who of Leeds and Hawkesb'ry deignM to sing^ 

The blessed fay'rites of a blessed ♦*♦*; 

High* on the laboring pinions of an ode, 

IleavM BradenelPs folly, what a leaden load I 

Bradendl who bids us all the proverb feel, 

^* The largest calves are not the sweetest veal ;'•" 

I, who on such subjects deign'd to shine, 

Now tune to once a Printer's Dev'l the line ; 

But now no more a Aeyr*l — with Atlas mien, 

The great supporter of a Magazine*; 

No more, no- more a- dev'l with humble air, 

But fit companion for our great Load May'eT 

How like the worm which crawls at fimt the earthy 

But, getting a new coat, disdains its birth ; 

Spreads its. gold tissiie to the soiar ray, 

And^wi^s o'er trees and tow'rs its airy way I 

With anger foaming and of vengance fully 
Why belloweth John. Nichols like a bull ? 
Say, Goddess,, could a few poetic stripes 
Make John,, so fucious, kick about his types r 
Spin round his. pandemonium like a top, 
And, thund'ring, to its centre shake the shop I 
Could SikTiRS's twig produce so dire a din ? 
And dwells such softness in a printer^ s skin ? 

Illiberal [ never, never have 1 said, 
That thou wert not an honest man in trade I. 
Whether frona principle or jail dismay 
Springs thy morality, we dare not say ; 
Since jails, those iroA agents of the law, 
Keep many a graceless rogue in pious awe. 

♦ The Gentleman's, as it is modestly called j.. to whose genti/r^ 
Mister Haylcy is a constant contributor, in the Way of ingenious rhynic 
and /2^^r<i/ criticism^ 

Yetj 



Yet, son of ink, deroudy iet us kopc 

Thou Ibv'st a virtue more dian droad*st a#Jojw; 

Nay, to thy honour let me this d«clat«, 

To make the rigid sons of cofisdeiK>e stare, 

That wktOi ttioa money lendest, &«ch thy ^titjy 

Detesting body thou soekest goci aefcutity. 

Inclined for ever, J«hm, to take thy pait, 

Thus have I ^ur'd the dictates of my heart ; 

^^ If 'midst a vulgar tnMs his «tars unkind 

*^ Hare plftc^d tnost Bigfardly a pieniy mind, 

** *Tis not Jma^^s foult— Jo«» should not blush for 

^^ His parsimonious planets are to bkme. 

*^ What though in Wis!>o»*« crwcHljic hu liead^ 

<^ Prove th4t it dealeth less in gold tht^i^lettd : 

*^ Unsktfi'd on d«6cic g^round toeut a ca|ier, 

<< Yet knoweth Joun the prlee of |^( ijul 9^999 1 ' 

^' His nice disoeniiiig knowledge none deny, 

'^ On crown, imperial, fool's-cap, and demy* 

<^ On blanket, sheepskins*, urine, Johk caft ^Ihimkz 

*' Myself would take his sentiments on ink ; 

^< Myself would take his sendfnents oo. lettea t 

<^ On syllables, iodoed, Pd ask his betters. 

^^ The meanest mortal let us not deride : 

^^ Lo ! beasts of burden oft must beKOur guide ; 

^' Yes, through tfaedark and unknown- tr^ck, of course^ 

** I yield np all opinion to my horse*" 

Truth, let fair Truth for ever rule my rhymes I 

I'm told this lady risits ^i^«6 sometimes I 

How kind f how humble ! thus the Go» of daijr 

Deigns to a mud|>ooi to impart his ray^ f 

Amidst the passions roar, a clarn'rons host, 

Oft is the gentile voice of Reason lost I 

How try'st thou, butcher-like, to carve my wort. 

And treat each sweet-soul'd stanza, like a Turk I 

From such sad readers Heav'n the Muse protect, 

Proud to find fault, and raptur'd with defect! 

*■ Necessary for making Printer's halls. 

yet> 
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^et, thongK thou/rotwi'#^ on Pbter's crenr fine, 
JBeheld the dtflfrence, Joiin ! he tmiiet on lAt?;^. 
Say not I hate each man of ?erse and prose ; 
J rev'rence geniiM, JoffW, where'er it grows; 
Whene'er k beams tbrougk Ionojiancs's nighty 
I mark the stranger with hi» keen delight 
As look-s the Pilgrim on Bassora's tow'rfi, 
lier streams, ambrosial blooms, and myrtle b^w'fs ; 
Who, long deny'd of Hoi^e's sweet C!ip to taste, 
tiad sigh'd amidSit thesoii^ttry waste* 

Blame not tfte-Bard, 'thou man of lettered pride, 
Who, taking not Dhme ^rudujcce for thy gnide, 
Didst stone the Poet's mansion like an aifs, 
Forgetting 'that thy own was. made of glass, 
^now, JoHNf dhrt passion maketb man a swine: 
JCnow this, and bid thy conda6l copy mifte. 
When deeming me a Sararen in heart, 
Why, simple Jou.M, attempt my road to thwart ? 
jVmtdst thy walks, should bullies meet thinj «.yc, 
tCompos'djy let those bullies pass thee by. 
To bustlitig bravoes, for my ease and' pride, 
I give the wail, and smifing^tarn aside. 
Thus, if a ro zk or log tlic stream opposes, 
That sweetly lambent froin its fountain tluws^ 
Noxfoamy tnrbuience the rills betray, 
But, easy yielding, wind in peace aM-ay. 
My hate of courtiers, how thine anger drew I 
1 own I loathe St. James's servile crew : 
Where'er the smiles of royalty are found, 
The lazy clan of courtiers crouch around : 
Thus, on the country towns when Phcubus shlnet. 
Amidst the radiance ev'ry cur reclines ; 
And, lo ! neglectful of the mice and rata, 
«Each street presents us with a line of cats. 

Truth needs not, Johx, the eloquence of^athy, 
Jfot more so than a decent suit of clothej^ 
Jiequires of broad gold lace th' expensive glare^' 
That, Bnl^^' the iiii9ey..wooisy militon' Jtarei 

Besides^ 
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Besides a proverb, salted to my wish, 

Declares that swearing never catcheth fish. 

'Tis vulgar — I have said it o'er and o'er ; 

Then keep tliy temper, mao, and swear no more. 

Struck, nay, half-pctriiicd, that Banks should dare. 

Indecent fellow ! ravish Newton's chair ; 

JVIock such as Wisdom's sacred mines explore, 

And kick the Arts aad Sciences to door.; 

Making fmethinks a monstrous impropriety) 

A fly-club of.a -great and fam'd Society: 

The Muse, witii virtuous indignation stung, 

Jn rhyme's strong chains the brazen culprit huilg^ 

When, with the fury of a thousand foes, 

How I'd the wild tempest of thy verse and prose! 

Shock'd that an idle. gossip, Madam Thuale,* 

And he,+ a feather, GExuusin thy scale, 

High panting for the echo of a name, 

Should meanJy^crucitj poor Johnson's fame^ 

I own I glow'd with more than mortal ire^ 

And fix'd ts) Satire's scourge my sharpest wire; 

\yhen, lo ! the poef s visage to begrime, 

J^'orth rush'd thy muddy sluice of prose and rhyme : 

For this, against. my will, indeed with tears, 

i show'd a.gr^niog land thy ass's ears. 

Fir'd that the Muse should daringly suggest 
How stars have beam'd upon the blackest breast: 
Just like their heav'niy cousins all so bright, 
O'er the dark mantle of old mother Night ; 
'Should hint (by Foutune's wild vagaries plac'd) 
That Crowns may feel thmselyes at times disgrac'd ; . 
To tsjke 2L king's and courtiers part so prone. 
Full at my forehead didst thou fling the stone ; 
But thanks to Phabus, who secur'd my crown, 
No David thou, to bring, Goliah down I 

^ <Jdc?'d that th' ambitious Muse a Prince shouRl 

praise, 
"^Vhose name diffuses lustre o'er her lays ; 

* Now Madam Piozzi, + Mr. James BoswelU 

A PlUNCE 
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A Prince whose only fault is want of^art, 

Whose horrid vice, benevolence of heart ; 

Which little abje^ souls profusion call, 

And p^er each a6Uon vainly spit their gall : 

Oriev'd that the Muse attacked with scorn a Man, 

Unlucky form'd on Nature's hungry plan ; 

Who, lord of millions, trembles ifyr his slore^ 

And fear^ to give a farthing to the poor ; 

Proclaims that penury will be his fate, 

And scowling, looks on charity with hate ; 

Whose matchless avarice is meat and drink. 

That dreads to spill a single drop of ink ; 

On each superliuons letter vents a sigh, 

And saves the little dot upon an i; 

Happy e'en Nature's teuderest ties im slight, 

And vilely rob an offspring of his right : 

Forth rush'd thy venom — harmless, too, it llow'dy 

For man defies the poisod of a toad ; 

Vex'd that the Muse ^as if she utter'd treason) 

Should try to bring poor Boswell back to reason ; * 

(Herculean toil, to keep such folly under 1) 

Loud from thy head's dark cloud I felt thy thunder I 

When,' mad t' induce the world to deem thee wise, 

Thou star'dst through spe^acles with sapient eyes ; 

Say, did 1 cry, th' impostor to expose, 

^- See John's whole stock of wisdom on his nose!'* 

Cat-like, because the world my lyrics read. 

Thine envy claw'd the laurd on my head ; 

Yet claw'd I not again, with cat-iikc spleen, 

The drooping leaves of thy sad Magaxiue : 

Touch'd not th^ trash,* nor IIayley's tinsel stuffy 

Nor fresh, stale, new antiquities of Govoh ♦: 

Indeed I'm tender-conscienc'd on that score. 

And learn to look with pity on the poor : 

No Mohawk I, in scenes of horror bred, 

1 scorn to scalp the dying or the dead ; 

* A maker of antiquities, and one of Sir Joseph Banka*s copper* 
farthing oracles, and constant tciand toast men, 

Vot. n. , • N Yet 
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Yet well thou knowest that, with trifling toil^ 
On Satiue^s gridir'n I could bid thee broils- 
Turn tuneful butcher, cut thee into quarters, 
And give thee, Joiix, for one of Folly's martyrs. 
I see thy vanity in all its fulness ; 
The turbot, ven'son of aspiring dulness 1 
And let me, 0. rare epicure, remark. 
That thou hast got a gullet like a shark. 
31yself as merciful as man can be, 
I grieve to find that mercy not in thee. 
Behold, amidst their shortening, panting breathy 
Poor souls ! thedying dread thee more than death : 
^' Oh ! save us from John Nichols I" is the cry, 
** Let not that death-hunter know where we lie ; 
'' What in <i^//r/«»i from our lips may fall, 
^' Oh! hide— our letters, burn them, burn them all] 
** Oh J let not from the tomb our ghosts complain ! 
** O Jesu ! we shall soon be up again ; 
^^ Condemn'd, alas:! to grin with grisly mien, 
*' 'Midst the pale horrors of his Magazine ; 
^^ Like felons first in Newgate-baUads sung, 
*^ Then (^iv'n to Infamy) on Hounslow hung !'* 
Know, when thou tpok'st of Aristarch the chair, 
My eyes expanded only to a stare : 
Softly, indeed, unto myself I sigh'd, 
** Johnson*, thy place is d — nably supply'd : 
^' Not that I think this idol of the million, 
^< Longinus, Aristotle, or Quintiiian j 
'^ Who gives (against sound taste so apt to sin) 
^' A pyramid's importance to a pin ; 
*' On ev'ry theme, alike his pompous art ; 
^^ The general .coniiagration or al^ — ." 

When into Fame's fair dome, t' insult her throue, 
So free, as if the house bad been thy own, 
Thou dar'dst to shove a vile conundrum crew, 
Fellows whom pH<vbus nor the Muses knew ; 

♦ The late Dr. Johnson superintended this Magazine : a post of .ho- 
ii(n» and proiit assumed afterwards by Mister John Nichols. 

Speak, 
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l^pei^, did I tell the Nation with my pen, 
How Fame in anger kick'd thein out agcn ; 
Threw at their heads the lumber of their braius, 

And calFd thee a pert puppy for thy pains ? 

On such markM impudence did 1 harangue, 

And give to public scorn the pigmy gang ? 

Short are the hours that smnggl'd praise can last,' 

An echo, a poor meretricious blast; 

X sudden gust that bids old mias stare, 

And, howling, whirls a feather through the aic» 

FuiTT'RT, a Uttle sly deceiving lass, 

With smile resistles, and a front of brass, 

Shall reign, perchance, the idol of a day ; 

Then, like a batter'd harridan, decay ; 

Whilst Truth, unfading^ lifts the head sublime, 

And dares the formidable rage of Tibie. 

Thou dragon of th' Hesperian fruit, calPd praise^ 

Whose leather-stretching conscience interest sways j 

Shame, that, through sordid a?arice and spleen-. 

None taste, but such as cram thy Magazine ! 

Charm'd as a child whose doting ieye regards 

Its imitation of St. Paul's with cards ; 

When, fir'd by Plutarch's venerable name, 

Whose genius rais'd a pyramid to fame. 

Thou ga^'st of Bowa'er's Kfe a gossip'is story. 

And only rcar'dst a dunghill to thy glory ; 

I rail d not at thy infant cmulatioit, ' 

Nor spread thy weakness, John, around the nation : 

Nay, g.riev'd was I, as-all the world can tell, 

That thou shouldst write a book* that would not sell* 

When, tort'ring the poor gamut wild and loud, 

Thou scrap'dst harsh discords on thy Muse's crowd ; 

• Unfortunately for poor John, every book that he hat published 
has been possessed of so much of the vis inertia, as not to be able (to 
mse the bookseller's phrasej to move off; witness the Life of Old 
Bowyer, the guttings of old Magazinesand Ladies' Diaries, called' 
Miscellanies, the Progresses of Queen £lizabeth^ editions of trash of 
every denomination, ice, &c. 

N 2 What 
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What though I stopp'd my ears -with all my pow'rsy. 

1 moorn'd the labour of thy tuneless hours. 

Oft: have I whisper'd to myself, " Enough 

*' Of this most tiresome fellow's monthly stuff: 

^^ A magazine I a pedlar's, huckster's shop, . 

^^ That harbours brush, and cabbage-net, and mop^ 

'^ Pan^ gridiron, button, buckle, bodkin,, bead, 

^^ Tape, turnip, malkins, nightcaps green and red^ 

<< Pin«, pipkins, garters, oatmeal, Jordan, dish, 

^ Stale loaves, andrtisty nail«, and stinking fish j'^ 

Yet badel not the world its laugha prepare^ 

To meet thy miserably monthJy ware : 

Nay, man, rvej7ra»'£/thee-«*for example, sald^ 

^< Lo ! in his Cumbrous magaaine displayed 

^^ Once ia a year a verse to raise our wonder, 

<< Which proves that John may make a^lucky bluudet^ 

<^ How like the heavy mountain, oa whose side 

*< A daisy starts in solitary pride !" 

Lo i fVom ebriety their sons to save, 

The Greeks oft show'd ihe lads a drunken slave ; 

I thus might thee, O jingling John, display, 

A sad example in the rhyuiuig way 

For printers and their demons to avoid-, 

Whose labours might moxe wisely be employed ;- 

But Pity sweetly whispers in my. ear, 

^' Expose not childhood that deservetr a tear ; 

*' Set not the roaring lion at a rat, 

^^ Nor call down thunder to destroy a'gnat." 

When mad for honours*— srfftly have I said, 

V What imp could put it in the Printer's head 2 

^' Oh ! may the fates the maniac ovcr.rulc, 

^^ For titles cannot dignify a fool 1'^ 

* John's ambition to be a CommonfCouncil man vias violentfor z 
fon^titne; grot were thepainsuse^, manifold wtre ihe contrivances 
•mployect, and. prodigious was the interest made for the obtention o£ 
ibis honour.-^A vacancy happening in f arringc^on Ward, John's more 
lucky genivs prevailed, aod his w ishes were gratified ; thus is he intb«L 
Wa^jTof being what I have in an ode prophe&ied of Mr. Au^lioueei: 
Skinner, 

« If things go fair, 

U' Proud London's proud Lord May'r J*- 

Complaia 
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Complain not that I've wrong'd thy reputatioD^ 

By calling thee the silUest in the nation ; 

No, John, be comforted-— it cannot be ; 

1 think I know a few that equal thee. 

Swear, swear not that I've said, to woand thy fiune, 

Th3,t hirelings wrote each work which bears thy name ^ 

How false ! I know thou wrotest many a line : 

Lo ! all the blunders of the books are thine» 

A literary jackdaw thou, god wot I 

Yet hy that thievish n^ne I call'd thee not t 

A carrion crow that lives upon the dead ; 

Yet hawk-like pounc'd I not upon thy head i 

A daring coiner ; lo ! I let thee pass, 

Nor once impeached thy literary brass I 

Speak — when, enampur'd of thy monthly bash^ 

Thou clappMst another sixpence on thy trash, 

Once didst thou hear me in a passion roar, 

^' Was ever irapmdence like this before ?" 

Instead of making in th' aHair a fuss^ 

In mild soliloquy I whisper'd thus : 

^' How blest the fool I he thinks he all things knows t 

'^ With joy he wakes, with joy his eyelids close ; 

" Pleas'd through the world to spread his own renown^ 

^' With' calm contempt he looks on others down ; 

*' Self and his owu dear works th' eternal theme^ 

^' II is daily idol, and his nightly dream ; 

" Thrice envied Being, whom no tongue can wound^ 

*' In .Pride's iaipv^netrable armour bound ! 

*^ How much in happiness beyond the wise, 

*^ Who view the greatest men with pitying. eye& ; 

*^ O'er human imbecility who groan, 

'' And sigh to think how little^ s to be known I*' 

Oh, do not to the Muses' hill resort, 

jEsop's dull brute *! — a bumpkin 'midst a court r 

WHh brother council crack the clumsy joke, 

^Midst beer and brandy, bread and cheese, and smoke ;. 

Descend the ladder to the clouds below, 

Where ordinarjf men of two-pence go ; 

• Th« fabk of Ae Gentleman, the Ass, and the Lapdog* 

N 3. Where 



Where voftfttit knives aad forks are bound in dhaiti!<^^ 
And never tableclotk is spoilM by stains ; 
Where, in the board's black hok (superb design \y 
Pepper and salt in matrimony join ; 
And in another hole, with frown and smile, 
.'Mnch too like marriage, vinegar and oil t-^ 
Where for a towel (economic thought 1) 
A monstrous mastifi',. After dinner brought. 
Complacent waits on Gentlemen's commands, 
And yields his back of shag to wipe their hands-— 
Such is the scene where thou shouldst ever sit, 
Form'd to thy taste, and suited to thy wit. 
Deal not in Hist'ry ; often have I said 
'Twill prove a most unprofitable trade : 
Talk DOt of Painting^ for thou know'st her not ;> 
Such coy acquaintfince will not boil thy pot : 
Nor make strong love to Mus*c ; His a Dame 
Who smiles m^t on the souls of earth, but ilame. 
Push not thy brain to thought — thou canst not think-^ 
From metaphysics should thy genius shrink \ 
To thee superior, see the Goddess rise, 
And hide her lofty head amidst the skies I 
Behold eternal mist her beauties shroud-, 
And ^s not ih^ weak eye can pierce the cloud.. 
Cnrs'd with the common furor of inditing, 
Yet if thy head possess, the mange of writing ; 
Go with biography and cool thy rage. 
Pen lives that cannot: well disgrace thy page ; 
Describe whom ev'ry nobler virtue curses, 
A Pair who mumpy with millions in their purses^ 
If loftier subjects thy ambition call. 
Go sing the staring giants of GuildiuiIL 
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The Poet complaineih of the Crudity of AvrnoR^ 
AuTHOREssESy and (he Dlve-Stockisg Club* 

ELEGY TO APOLLO. 

GREAT are my enemies iit trade, God knows f 
There's not a poet but would Htop my note ; 
With such a world ol' spite thtir venom Hows, 
With such good- will the knaves would cut luy throat. 

\Qi how have I ofifendcd, PittEBr.*^, saj", 
' 1*0 ^i so much MUblood, such cursing looks 2 
Is it because my more ambitious lay 
Disdains to rtsit trunk-makers and cooks I 

With theirs to visit grocjcrs, and the men 
Who fortune, in that weed, tobacco, see; 

From thence come deeply laden back agon, 
With sugar, pigtail, pepper, and rappee I 

The man of words, of stilt-supported phrase, 
The glist'ring Hayl^y scorns whate'er I write; 

This Will o'-whisp of verse disdains my lays ; 
Tales, Odes,^ nor Lousiads, yield the least delight I 

So lofty^ yet in ware so kumbl^ dealing T 
So classically tasteless i big with nought ! 

So tender, yet so destitute of feeling ! 
So sentimental too, withQut a thought I 

I see the band of Blvs-stockings arise. 

Historic, critic, aad poetic d^iu^ ! 
This lifts her palms, and that her marv'lling eyes, 

A«d eqtneaks, <'Tht feliow^s stutf should feel the 

" Hasies i • ^ 

> - tt Such 
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}' Such is the way his works should come to light.*^"^ 
Thus rail those dames of classic erudition ; 

ThuSj^ leagu'd with Wit, unmerciful they bite 
Thy fav'rite Babd^ O Piicebus, and Physiciair* 

And now I hear a score in union bawl— 
" In cold contempt shall poor Piozzi sigh ? 

*^ Miss Hamjtah Mori; inta obliyian fall I 
>' Dear Mistress Montague neglected lie ? 

^^ Those rich Corinthian pillars of our club, 

^^ Sink to the ground so vile, with dust bespread^ 

^' Whilst he^ of motley poetry the Sckub*, 
'' Erects, Cok>ssus-like, his brazen head I 

^' Oh! let the scullion us»- his vapid book 

" ln))tcad of dishclouts, when hof hands she wipes I 

** Oh I lot the kindled leaves assist the cook, 
" And of old washerwomen! light the pipes t" 

Thus in ray condemnation they agree. 

The mighty cloud c«pjp'c/rETTi coated wise r 

Whilst plcQs'd (as conscious of the just decree) 
In proud disdain their snull-clad noses rise! 

The Misses sad of elegy, my foes. 

Say my rude genius wants the genuine fire ;: 

Bald half my rhymes, my verses measur'd prose t 
That bears would better touch the^ Muse's lyre. 

The riddle and conundrum mongers cry, 

" Pshaw ! damn his Lyrics, Lousiads — damn 'emails 
^' His strength mjuilds diarian dares he try ? 

^' Soon would the Almanack rei:ord.his fall !'*^ 

Thus with dread vofce my enenries exclaitn I 
Thus am I doomM to gulp the bitter pill i 

Themselves, ^'fmr traders of the Mount," they name;- 
But me a smuggler on thy sacred hill! 

• The Ptict here most fancifully, alludeth to Mr. Scrub, the servant 
o£ all work,.in rar<iuhar's play of the 3caux Straia^fm. . 

God 
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God of us Cyrics, shall I rouze my rhyme, 
Confound the gang, and vindicate my lay ; 

Or calmly leave them to dtsTOuring Time, 
Who dineth on such uitiings every day» 



A dis 
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A dHconterU mmgted with some grumbling, amongst the 
more enligl^ienecl members of the Royal' SocrETY, otr 
Bceounr. of Sir Josbph's non*communication of wisdom 
to the n^>val Journals, spurred the Knight on at last (with- 
out the help of Balaam's Angel) ta open his mouth — He 
told an intimate friend that he had made a discovery that 
ivould astonish the World^ enrich the Journals^ and render 
himself immortal — with the most important confidence 
and philosophic solemnity ,- he affirmed that he was upoit 
the very eve of proving what had never entered into the soul 
of txMa, vfai, that Fleas were Lobsters — that Jonas Dry- 
AKDBR was ordered to collect fifteen hundred Fleas, and 
boil them ; which, if they changed to ihe fine crimson or 
the Lobster, would put the identity of the species bevond 
the possibility of doubt. At length the beds of the Aesi<#> 
dent were ransacked by his Flea-crimp, honest Jonas— 
fifteen hundred of the hopping inhabitants were causht, and- 
passed the dreadful ordeal of boiling water -, with ^%at sue-* 
cess^ O gentle Reader^ the Ode will inform thee. 



SIR JOSEPH BANKS 

AllIX 

THE BOILED FLEA$. 

BLEST be the umn who thought upon a collcgfe^ 
The market of all sorts of knowledge, 
Th* emporium^ as Sve classic people say : 
Nay, he upon societies who thought, 
To learning's stock a deal of treasure brought,. 
Dragging Obscurity so deep to day ;. 

Making 
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Making the dame tarn out her big, 

Conceal'd beneath her inky cloak ; 
Examining the smallest ngj 

Blacken'd by Tim£*s most sacred smoke ; 

To lise a simile a little rough, 

Stripping Dame Nature to her very buff! 

Or, to be somewhat more in speech retiu*d, 

By dint of pow'rs of eye and mind, 

JBnlight'ntng what through darkness might escape: 

Embroidering thus with silver spangles, crape. 

The mention of societies recalls 
Of Somerset* the lofty walls, 

The hive where fam'd Sir Joseph reigns Queen Bee; 
Though men, to whom Sir Joseph is not known, 
Most certainly must take him for a drone ; 

Whose face, bj sloven Nature's hard decree, 
Seems form'd fair ladies pockets to alarm, 
.Kather than steal fair ladies hearts by charm. 

Well ! so much for Sir Joseph's fece, 
And eke about the htvclike place, 

Where lam'd Sir Joseph reigns Queen Bee ; 
And verily Queen Bet's a proper name ; 
For, Reader, know it is a royal dame, 

Who to her subjects issueth decree ; 
Sendeth her subjects east and west. 
To pitch on flowers and weeds the best, 

And bring sweet treasure to the hive ; 
She keepeth too, of gentlemen a bandj 
To say soft things and flatter, kiss her hand. 

Who eat the honey for such deeds, and thrive. 

r 

Sir Joseph has his flatterers, too, in hand, 
Who say soft things — yea, very soft indeed, 

For which the getftlc flatt'ring band 
X^ain'd butter'd toast, sweet FLATT^aif^ oily meed. 

» The Royal Society hold thdr meetings there. 

A girl 
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A girl for noveltj where'er it lies. 
In inosst's, fleas, or cockleshells, or flies, 

Sir Joseph ever seeks for somethitig new; 
Of this, whene'er lie sits he gravelj talks, 
Or whilst he eats,, or drinks, or runs, or walks. 

Amidst his royal and attendant crew. 

ONE morning, at his house in Soho^Square^ 
As. with a solemn, awe-infipiring air, 

Amidst some rojal sycophants he sat; 
Most manfully their masticators using. 
Most pleasantly their greasj mouths amusing 
With coffee, butter'd toast, an^ bird's-nest chat; 
Jn Jonas Dryandui, the fav'rite, came, 
Who manufactures all Sir Joseph's fame— 

^*What^uck?"SirJosEPHbawrd—" say, Jonas say.'* 
^' I've boil'd just fifteen hundred," Jonas whin'd ; 
-^^ The dev'l a one change colour could I find." 

Intelligence creating dLr<^ dismay ! 

Then Jonas curs'd, with many a wicked wish, 
Then show'd the stubborn fleas within the dish. 
*' Howl" roar'd the President, and backward fell— 
There goes then my hj^pothesis to heill"' 

And now his head in deep dt^fipalr he shook ; 
Now clos'd his ej.es ; and now upon his bceast, ' 
lie, mutt'ring, dropp'd his sable beai^ unbles^t ; ' 

Now twiri'd his thumbs, and gpoan*d with piteous 
look. , .. 

Dread-struck, sat Aubert, Blagdoh, Planta, Woide, 
Whose jaw-bones in the mumbling trade cmploy'd. 

Half opened, gap'd, in sudden stupor lost j 
Whilst, from the mouth of ey'ry gaping man, 
In mazy rill the cream-clad coliec ran, 

Supporting dainty bits of butter'd toasts 

Now gaining speech, the parasitic crowd 

Lcap'd up, and roar'd i|i uujisoft ploud: 

\ ' • « Hc^av'ns ! 
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'^' "Heav'ns ! what's the matter ! dear Sir Joseph, pray ?" 

Dumb to their questions the Great Man remainM: 
The Knight, deep pond'ring, nought Touchsjtf 'd to say. . 

Again the Gentlemen their Toices strain'd: 
Sudden the PREsioExf of Flies, so sad, 
Strides round the roonn^ with disappointment mad. 

Whilst ev'ry eye enlarged with wonder rolls ; 
And now his jiesid against the wainscot leanings 
^^ Since yoa must know, mmt know (he sigh'd) the 
meaning, 

^^ Fleas are not lol)8ters, d-mn their sonls *.** 

• The author would not "have so frequently taken the liberty of 
putting vulgarisms into the worthy President's mouth, had he noi 
previously known that Sir Joseph was -the most accooiplished swetier 
«f dxe Royal Society. 
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Sir, you lie ? — t acorn your wordf 
Or any man's that wears a sword, 
fpr all you hiiif, who cares a t— -d ! 
' Or who cares for you ? CAreifr 
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LITTLE did I think that a man of ray fnild" and 
' peaceable, disposition, that would not hurt a eat, 
should be forced oat to buttle : bat such is the aadacinf 
of the times — (O tempo ru, O mores I) I hare ventured 
forth to 'attack this Goihiih of OdeamL Ira pudence ; and* 
1 hope, with God's assistance, like little David, for cat 
eff his head. I connnunicated' witli my good friend' 
Mr. VVirxiAM Hayley, who is a comtant communi. 
•cant to my 'GentlemttrCs MagazOiey both i\v veVse and 
prose^ that is to say, in rhyme and criticism ; whom t 
may rightly term one of the great 'pill)s,rs of my Gentle^ 
man's Magazine^ Which ercry Gentleman in the king- 
dom, i hope, reads ; which, if he doiH not read, 1 hope 
he will read, as it is not only the greatest hivouritoWth 
our Most Gracious Sovereign, wuo'is the ^rea^fest Mo- 
narch upon carth,jbnt also, with -tils Nobles, who'artJ 
men of judghieht and Ijarning; also with'foird^f pitrtsl 
who translate ^f constantly into their'lartgflagc^ jnV that,^ 
if I may be pertnittiljd' to Versify the praise of my tnoAtWy 
Publication (for indeed 1 must own 1 haviva gr^at itcli 
far poetry) 1 will *do- It in this poetical- distich r 

My Magaain«SKllniaga'2inc«excel5 9': ■ . ' ;'J ot 
And, \yJ»t'j still* better tdQ hr JmiK, it jejfs, . • UM 

• 1 .;• - ,• • . • ' . ••. .•: , 

. XasXedfMr^IjAYLET, Having, him the cpmplipiqijyt 
first, if h<? would .be the champion, to encounter ti|^^ 
great M r, Petkr Pi n d a ii. To t h is M r» U v.y lev , .j^o^ 
plied, after some licsttation, and.pDn^enng,^and blofviilg 
his nose in his handkerGhicf, thathe did no% much ji^* 
inife a publip exhibitiiiny^ tJia^^it would .^yeaj: tl}jd Aa^^f^ 
l|f.apbrMisiMg-itf^€^9 too m^^chliKea. letfto Qi J^hifiOii' 
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and Big Ben; but added that /might do it, if X thouglit 
proper. " But," says myl^ood friend, " 1 will pri- 
vately attack him, under a fi^itious -signature:" — 
which he did iiiflce^,. toad ^vc ihajUttUcipos.f^jjow; 
many a g.ood thump,^ in verse and prose i but this was 
only smaU^hot, with deiesfiafi& to Mr. Hayley; thd 
grand artillery was reserved for me. 

Itind Ift^ader, , will tlsfjfu permit me iq say somett\lii|^ 
of myself, in simplicity and candour^ bel^ire I gp ^o* 
work with this Caliban? When I first took the cKair of- 
arkicism, I own that I trembled; for I atn nxU ashajneii 
to confess, that so great was myJg.norance, ttiat.wheiy 
a correspondent sent ^e^an account of axbap'ci^nt.Cpio^ 
1 did not knoiif a syllable about i^ — neither th^ meaning; 
«f rever^f^i fx&rgue,. or Itgesfdt but no^iv^ thank. God,.^ 
% know GYery th^og ^pjpuertainin^ to nt^m/^m^^^^^ *if. I mayT 
be indulged with a j^iidu-expt'ession« Indeed tbelegend^ 
vsed to pprplex me much,, in as much asl(^xposed*iny«. 
self greatly ; for I am not ashamed to confess ir^j^ iguo^ 
fan(^ I thought that AUG. upon. a Roman, w-dal^ 
meant thc-jinonth jba lyhich it wag struck oif ; aaid the^o^. 
^re I decried, it ^flgnst- ajad G. |P.' ft., whirt* I no\r 
kna:^ to J>e ^e^ J^gpuU. Romania I, verily tijo^ug^t ta- 
fc a coin struck "by, one .George Pet^f Richardson. I'h© 
^gjsres of ^qmiiius and n^mus Buclun|(; «fe«ile-^w q] f, I took, 
to rbe, two children milking a eow. fi. Ml f6r BUs Afia* 
nibus^ I took tO; be David Martin, ^r^DanielMufgrove* 
The half- word HElt, signifying MetiopoUs^ \ imagined^^ 
to be no other thai^ the House of S^tan. tJJi^. CLU*. 
that is to say^ Jmmmch^itj i t(K^ to bte tbejuuse of a 
man. LUD. S/EC. F. I verily thought to be downright 
littliyy ahd^bltish(^^Qr the Romans:* Wut^ \d\ Xl^ftfer- 
•#ferd6 fti*ik)Vered it to^be iMdm scedulUre^^jhdti COS. I 
thought to be Cos Le?ttu©es, w^ieh only meancih Comul'i 
M.' V. Mr. Ford, %bi^ri riieaneOi MitrCi FUms. N. Q. 
(Wolildst tlM^ii thirik if 5 ReaAcr ? ) I translated Nifi«oroi^ 
jiHxyp J Whc^,' 16 } ittneaheflh^ N&diiis'^hfiUs^ €t0sm. P. P*. 
^hich «igttifieth'P*^tfr FuMji*^ I tbiCM^gli^-idigbt- m«all * 
iMcT Pounce, or Philip Panijj^kin. R. P. I also thojught 

migjit 
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mrght m^n Robert Penniddock, or Ralph Pigiiipgin, 
er any Mher name beginning witb those initials : but, lo ! ^ 
its troe Aieaning I find to be Rc.^niflicay^^igniiyixif^^ iii 
BngH^, the Repnbltc. Thus 7t will appear that 1 am 
not asfaadied to coofess my error, which this enemy of 
mine dareth. not. 

TRIB. POT. which only meatietfr Tribunitia Po/tf.t- 
iaiei) I a^tttsliy imagined mea>it a tribe of Potatoes, and 
that the coin was struck on ucconnt of a plentiful year of 
that fmit. S. P. Q. R. which meaneth only Senatus Pd^ • 
pulusque Romanus^ unwisely, yet faniiiiy, did 1 make- 
OQt to be Sam Paddon, a Queer Rogue ; lor a.s much as 
I was informed that the Romans sfruck coins on every 
tricing occasion. SCIP. AS*, which signifieth no more 
than Scipio^Jfricanus^ I read literally Skip Ass; but 
£or why, I could aot say :— such, was my ignorance. 

Many were the impositions upon me:— rings for])igj. 
ncf&es were sent me for nose-jewels wor« by theRoniaQ- 
ladies; * piece of oxycrocenm, jujrt made in a drug- 
gist's shop, for the pitch that surrounded, the body of 
Julius Caesar ; a. large brown Jordan, for a lacrymatory ; 
a broken old black suejar-bason, foradruid uni ; a piece 
of a watchman^s old lantern, for a Roman iajutp. The 
wig of thQ famous Rocrhaftve was also sent me as a cu- 
Klosity ; the roguery of which I did not discover till an 
engraving ef the wig was. nearly finished, costing me 
npwardsof thirty shillings: for, lo! Reader, this great 
flnan never wdre a wig in his life. — In my Ol^ituary, too,. 
I. made great mistakes, from imposition; as I gave th<^ 
deaths of many tltat were not dead, and others that nevett 
existed* Sometimes the wickedness of correspondent* 
were such, that i have perpetuated the death of bulU 
dogs, greyhounds, mastitis, hbr«es,.hogs, &c. in my Obi-, 
tuary, under an idea that they were people of coiise- 
(|iience. Indeed I have not stuck to the letter of my 
assertion at the head of my Ol^ituary, that declares it to* 
fie a record of cpnsiderable persons ; foras much as I have 
jHUoe times put a scavenger over a Member of Parliament, 
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a pig-driver over a Bishop, a lamp-lighter over an Alder* 
inan, and a chimney-sweeper over a Duke; but as I was 
desired by the friends of the deceased to do it, (for who^ 
is not ambitious? and as I was paid for it too, (and 
who can withstand a fee?) I Jiavc in some little measure 
disgraced inj Journal, and forfeited my word.— My pre-, 
sent antiquarian knowledge, gratitude maketh me confess 
that llpwc it ail to JMr. R» Gocgh, of Enfield, who^ 
some years ago.w as also an ignorant and illiterate gcntle-t 
man, like myself— -but, by bard study,, hath attained to 
his present perfedion, as may be seen in our Topogfa* 
lihia Uritutniua^ which is not, as that arch-enemy Peteiv 
Pindar hath asserted it to be, the idle production of a 
couple of fellows that want to make a fortune by a his» 
tory of cobwalls, old chamber-pots, and rusty nails. My 
fiitnd Mr. Gougu's zxal for the prom ot ion, Qfautiqua«- 
riau knowledge cannot be better proved than by his ruiif^ 
ning the i isk of ^boing well trounced, for borrowing one 
of King JLJdw.^rd's fingers, as he lay exposed a few 
years since, in Wcsfmiuster Abbey; which finger my^ 
friend genHy clipped into his pocket ; but, uivfortuuately, 
he was pejciived by the Bishop of Rochester, who, to 
the disgrace of the anti(piarian science, ordered poor 
Mr. Goucjii to be searched, and to restore the treasure^ 
Had it not been for this impertinent and hawk-eyed ajt- 
tentiou of the Bishop, Sir Joseph Ayloffe, and other 
antiquarians present at the opening of the Monarch's 
cofhn,— such was the intrepidity oi' ray atv^iquariau 
Iriend GoLGH, that he MoukLhave attempted the head^ 
instead of i^ pitiful linger^ as he had on a. large watch* 
man's coat iur iha j)urpose. JNor must I omit the xeal 
of my friend Sir Jostrn Banks on {he occasion: who, 
on hearing wli'di m as going oir, and suspecting that King 
Edward might have been lodged in pickle, galloped oif 
with agafion jug, in a hackney coach, in order to till 
it with the precious liquor, as a sauce for his future 
Attic eutertainmintsjn^uho-square: but uafortuuatelyt 
no pickle was found* 
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I confess that an impudent fellow sent me for j/By 
Obituaty the following, which was teally printed off 
(but cancelled) before I was iaformed, by a friend, of 
the fallacy — to wit : " On Sunday night last, died Mrs* 
** Margery Mouser, a widow-lady, beloved in >ife^ 
*^ and lamented in death ; she was the only daughter of 
^^ Roger CrRiKiALKiir, Esq. of itd/Z^r^."— Ignorant^ 
indeed, was I that it was an imposition ; for,, gentle 
Reader, it was a dead cat!-«-^fany a good customer have 
I g^ned by my Obituary, who liked to see themselves 
dead in my Magazine-r-X mean their reUtions liked to 
tee their deaths displayed in a Work of s« much re* 
tpediability as mine* But enough of myself; and now 
for Master Pct«r. ;, i , . , i 

In the fhnnes» of my passion, I at first set me down^ 
and said to myself, Farit indignatio r^/*^^-— when", be* 
\o\&\ in less than two hours I knocked off the following 
Poenu Some time after, however, after a deal of deep 
thought on thet»Hbje6l^ U struek ifte that I nt^t igUt 
this Pofet Fetbr against hoHself ; make him, like s(kd6 
gamecocks, col kt» own throat with his awn spurt;. 
Accordingly I set ab»at M^ and coll^ed, ii-om everj 
quarter, his manuscript versffbof every denomination ; 
some written in Cornwall, othei^ in lie von ^ others ia 
the Wesft Indies, others ia Bath, otkers i» London ^ a& 
also .some of his Letters^ particularly those to the Kin^ 
of tiie MosouiTOEs, who was seni for by the Governor 
of Jamaica, soon after that Gentleman arrived at hit 
government. .1 have also collected some of his Ob^er* 
Tations, and Sayings, and Speechei^:-^! may verily say^ 
' Observations on men aail maimers^ without any man»^ 
ners at all; or, in plainer phraaes much ill luanuers*. 
Peter must not complain of my showing hkn no.mcrcjt 
by this^pablicatioO) as hois the most merciless Mohawk 
that ever scalped* 

.■■ . Neclex est jusiior ulla 
Quam n^ds'artijice^ arte j^erire $u&.' 

A POETI- 
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A 

POETICAL ANSWER 

TO 

MISTER PETER PINDARS 
BENEVOLENT EPISTLE TO JOHN NICHOLS: 



O SON of wicked Satan, witlTasoiiI 
Hot as his hc^l, and blacker than his coaf t 
Thon false, thou foill-^mouth'd censnrer of the iimeB^, ^ 
I do not care three straws for all th j rhymes^ 
Thy wit is blunter than (Ad worn-out sheers : 
I'll inake a riddle with tdee for thy ears ; 
Write any sort of Terse, thou blust'ring blade! 
Egad! I'll say, like Kecksy, " Who's afraid ?"— 
Thank God, I've talk'd to greater folks than thee: 
In that I will not yield to any HE; 
No, -not to any HE that wears a head-^- 
Again Til say, like Kecksey, *' Who's afraid ?"-^ 
Thank God, whene'er I wish like Kings to fare, 
I go, unask'd, and dine with my Lord May'r; 
Hut thou? who asks thee, varlet! to their houses^ 
Fear'd by the husbands, dreaded by the spouses. 
May God Almighty hear what now I speak!— 
Some Aldermen would gladly break thy neck. 
Thou tell'st us thou hast struck thy lyre to"" Kings-— 
Yes, faith, and sounded very pretty things.. 

ThotA 
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TThou blocUieacl, Motf pretend to think thjr rhjmes 
^faall lire to see the days of aftcr-timesj 
Fool, to pretend on subjects great to shine, 
Or e'en to Printers Dev'ls to tunc the line! 
Sir, let me humblj beg you to be civil— 
Thou know'st not that 1 was a Printer's Dev*h 
So, Sir, your satire wants the pow'r to drub, 
In thus comparing Nichols to a grub. 
What^'er thou say'st^ I'm not of Tengeancc full, 
Nor did I eyer bellow like a hulU 
And- grant I am a bull, I shan't suppose 
A cur like ihee can 'nail me by the nose. 
Thouliest when thou, say est, like a top, 
With anger rais'd, I spinn'd about my shop-: 
Nor did J ever, madden'd by thy stripes, 

[ Thou Prince of liars, kick about my types. 

i Books have I writtea; books I still will write, 

^ And gire, I hope, to gentlefolks delight: 

With charming, print, and copperplates so fine, 
"Whose magazine goes off so well as. mine? 
Who psay^ lUs^e ff^e, the page so fond of fillingi 
Who gives more. curious matter for a shilling? 
£ng]and> first geniuses I keep in pay ; 

>' Much prose I. buy, and many a poet's lay.: 

The sitk- worm, IIatj:.£y, sj)ins roe heaps of verse; 
And GoutiH, antiquities exceeding scarce : 
Great Horace Walpole too, with sweet good-will, 
Sends me choice anecdotes from Strawb'ry-IJill : 
.Miss Seward, Mistr^s Yearosle^, and Miss More, 
Of lines (dear women!) send me many a score. 
These are the nymphs at whom^thinc envy rails— 
iPool! of their gowns not lit to hold the tails — 
These are th^men, of prose and verse the knights, 
With genius flashing, like the nprthero lights,; 
These are the men whose works immortal show 
The man of literature irom top to toe. 
But fhou'rt a wen— a blue, black, bloated tumour, 
Without one single grain of wit or hfimouv" . , • - 
T^y Muse to all so consequential struts, i 

As if all Helicon were in her guts i 

A fish. 
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A fish-dab— »a poor, nasty ragged thing, 
Who never dipped her muzzle ih the spring. 
Thou think'st thyself on Pegasus so steady ; 
But, Peter, thoM art mounted on a Neddy: 
Or, in the London phrase — thoa Iiev*nshire MonlLej, 
Thy Pegasus is notiiing but a Donkey. 
I own, uiy vanity it hoII ni ay raise. 
To find so many gaping for my praise; ' 
Who send such flat luring things as ne'er were seeii^ " 
To go^t well varnish'd in my Magazine: 
Indeed I often do indulge the ejvcs, * ' 

And suffer authors to commend themselves} 
Wits of themselves can write with happiest spirit^ 
And men are judges of their proper merit. 
£iumps have I giv'ii them too of beef and puddingy 
That helps a hungry genius in its studj-ing j 
And humming Porter, when their Muse was dry— 
For this be glory imto HGod on high ! 
And not to wie, who did not make the pudding, 
Nor beef, assisting genius Jn its studying. 
To authors, yes, I've given both boil*d and roast, 
And many a time a tankard with 4i toast- 
But God forbid} indeed, that I should boast! 
.And hal^ence too, and sixpences, ecod ! 
But boast avauntl the glory be to God! 
To Bards, good shoes and stockings I have giv'n— 
^t not to me the glory, but to Heav'n! 
Yes, yes, I sec how miich it swells t\vj spleen, 
That I'm head Master of the Magazine; 
Who let no author sec the house of Fame, * ', 

Before he gets a passport in my name. 
Art thoa a Do6lor ? Yes, of thinning skill ; 
For thousands have been poison'd by thy pill. 
Bat let nay ^oul be cahVi : — it sha*n*t be said 
I fear thee, O thoivMonstt'r'!— « Who's' afraid ?♦» 
What though I know ^mall Latih, /and less Greek, 
Good sterling EngHsh 1 can write and f^pcak: 
Yet thousands, who presume to be my betters, 
tCan't spell their names, and 5car-cely know .their letters, 

• ' Belike, 



roast, "S 

t! / 
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Bel ike, the curious world woald hear with joy 
AVhat trade I was designed for, when a boy : 
'' A barber or a taylor," said my mother— 
*• No," cry'd my father, '^ neither one nor t'other; 
^^ A soldier, la rough soldier, Joii.v shall wander, 
'' Pull down the French, and fight like Alexaxder." 
But unto letters was I alwafys squintiitg, 
So ai^k'd my paddy's leave to study Printing ; 
And got myself to uncle Bowyer's shop. 
Where, when it pieasM the Lord that he should drop, 
The trade and good.will of the shop wa;> mine ; 
Where, without vanity, I think I skinc ; 
And where, thank God* in spite of dull abuse, 
I'm warm* and married, and can boil my goose. 
And had I been to swords and muskets bred, 
Perhaps I'd shiu'd a C.r-SAR, or the Swede : 
lladst thou a soldier been, thou sorry mummer, 
Thy rank had never rose above a drummer. 
How dar'st thou say, that should His Royal Hi gun ess 
(A Prince renown'd for modesty and shyness) 
Be Generalissimo of all our forces, 
A jack-ass's old back, and not a horse's, 
f^hould carry the good Prince into the field, 
. Whose arm a broomstick, for a staff," should wicld| 
That very, very broomstick which his wife ' 
• Oft us'd to finish matrimonial strife ? 
Why dost not praise the virtues of the Queeriy 
As grdat in soul, as noble in her mein. 
Whoso virtues make the soul of Envy sick, 
Strong as her snuff, and as her di'monds thick ?-^ 
But wherefore this to Peter do I say ? 
Owls love the dark, and therefore loath the day, 
The K ... as wise a. man as. man can be ; 
The Q. . . . SQ mild, who cannot kill a ilea; 
Brave *Gr.o'sTEa's Highness, and his sober wife, 
Who led the. softest, sweetest, calmest life ; 
Richmond and Leeds, each Duke a fir&t-rate star, 
Oue fam'd for politics, and one for war ; 
The open^llAWKSB'RY, stranger to all guile, 
Who nevet of a sisLpence robb'd our Isle ; 

f Tht Duke of G. 

Vol. III. P "^l^e 
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The modest Pitt, the Joseph of the day, 
Who never with lewd women went astray ; 
And many others that I soon could mention, 
• Are much oblig'd, indeed, to thy invention S 
But Where's the oak that. never feels a blast? 
'Or sun, at times that is not overcast? 
Alas ! e'en people drest in gold and ermine 
May feel at times the bites of nasty vermin : 
And when thou da-f'st great Quality attack, 
What art thou but a bug upon their back ? 
What harm, pray, hath my friend Sir Joseph done? 
So good, and yet the subject of thy fun? 
Just in his ways to women atfd to men-^ 
Indeed he swears a little now and then, * 
Behold his breakfasts shine with reputation ! 
}lis dinners are the wonders of the nation ! 
With these he treats both commoners and quality, 
Who praise, where'er they go, his hospitality : 
Ev'n from the north and soutli, and west and east, 
Men send him shell, and butterfly, and beast. 
Sir William Hamilton sends gods and mugs; 
And, for his feast, a sow's most dainty dugs. .^ 
And shall such mob as thou^ not* worth a.groat, 
Dare pick a hole in such a great Man's coat ; 
WLc never at St. James's he is seen. 
Is not he spoke to by the Ring and Queen? 
And don't the Lords at once about him press, 
And, like his Sov'reigns, much regard profess ? 
Tell him they'll come to him one day and dine, 
Behold his rarities, and taste his wine; 
Such are the honours, to delight the soul, 
On which thy lon'ging eye-balls vainly roll : 
Siich are the honours, that his heart m-ust flatter, - 
On Mhich thy oUl-dog's mouth in vain may water. 
Whether in Dev'nshire thou hast'g6t a house, 
I value not three capers of a loi s * ; 
Whether in Cornwall thou a hut hast got, 
And, at elections only, boil'st thy pot ; 
Whether a Doctor, Devil, or a Friar, 
I know not— but } know thou art a liar* 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er I die, I hope that I shall read 
This honest epitaph apon iny head : 
'* Here lies John's body ; but his soul is seen 
^^ la that fam'd work, the Ge'uimaQ's Magazine : 
. ^' Bra¥e, j^t possess'd of all the softer feelings j 
^^ Successful with the Muses in his dealings ; 
*' Miid^ yet in virtue's caufte as qtiick as tinder-^ 
^< Who ncYer car*d ono f-^ig for Pfiiia Pimoab.*' 



Mr. Peter Pindar's Apology for the Tariety of en* 
tertainment in his pretty Poetical Olio, is the first 
thing I shall present to the Public* 

PETER'S APOLOGY. 

LADIES, I keep a rhyme-shop — mine's a trade ; 
' I sell to old and young, to man aad maid : 
All customers must be oblig'd ; and no man 
Wishes more universally to please : 
I^d really crawl upon my hands or knees, 
T' oblige — particularly lovely woman. 

Yet some, (fhe devil take such virtuous times !) 
Fastidious, pick a quarrel with my rhymes, 

And beg I'd only deal in love-sick sonnet- 
How easy to bid others cease to feed ! 
On beauty can quickly die indeed, 

But, trust me, can't live long upon Jt. 

If there is not a great deal of impudent double-ett" 
iendre in this Sonnet, I do not know what purity 
jncaneth— Sweetly wrapped up indeed, 'Squire Pindar ! 

P 2 Instead 
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Instead of a» formal commentary on everi/ cbmpmU 
tibn^ 1 shall make short work with them, bj giving thes^ 
their true ^character ia a few words, as foi*" example. 

Impudence^ F^gotism^ and Contoit. 



The Expidsios of a most excellent set of Flayers 
from Kingsbridge in Deronshire, with the asylum of. 
fered them by the Author's Barn ;n an adjoining parish, 
is the true foundation of the following Odc.^ 



ODE TO MV BARN. 

SWEET haunt of solitude and rats, 
Mice, tuneful owls, and purring catsf " \ 

Who, M'hilst we mortals §}leep, the gloom pervade^ 
And wish not for the sun's all-seeing eye, 
Your mousing mysteries to spy ; 

Blest, like philosophers^ amidst the shade y 

When Persecution, with an iron hand, 
Dar'd drive the moraJ-menders from the land, 
^ Call'd Players-^friendly to the wand'ring crew. 
Thine eyes with tears survey 'd the mighty wrong, 
J'hine open arms receiv'd the mournful throng — 
Kings withput shirts, and Queens withhalf a shoe. 

Alas I what dangers gloom'd of late around t 
Monarchs and Queens with halters nearly bound- 
Duke, Dukeling, Princess, Prince, consign'd to jail I 
And, what the very soiil of Piiy shocks, 
The poor old Lear was threaten'd with the stocks, 
CoRi>£UA with the cart's unfeeling tail* 

Still cherish Suth rare royalty foilorn— . 
A Garrick in thy bosom may be born ; 

ASlDDONS 
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A SiDDONs too, of future fair renown ; 
For Love is not a squeamish God, they say ; 
As pleas'd to see his rites performed on hay, 

As on the goose's soft and yielding down* 

The same impudence, egotism, and conceit as in the 
first Ode. 



TO MY BARN. 

BY Lacedxnion men atiack'd, 
When Thebes, in days of yore was sacked, 
And nought the fury of the troops could hinder ; 
- What's true, yet marv'ious to rehearse, 
So ^ell the common soUkts relish'd verse, 

They scorn'd to burn the dwclliug-hausc of PixoAft. 

With awe did Alexander view 
The house of my great cousin too, 

And, gazing on the building, thus hesigh'd— ^ 
'' General Parmenio, mark that house before ye I 
*' That lodging teiis a melancholy stor^ ! 
** There PiJSi>Aii liv'd (great Bard 1) and there he diciL 

^^ The King of Syracuse, all nations know it, 
** Was celebrated by thi?* lofty Poct„ 

'' And made immortal by his straiuis! 
-*' Ah ! could I ftnd like him a bard to sing me, 
^' Would any man, like him a poet bring me ;. 

" I'd give him a good pension for his pains^ 

*' But, ah !. Parmenio, 'mongst the sons of men, 
^' This world will never see his like agon ; 

" The greatest biwd that ever brcath'd is dead I 
*' General pABMENia, what think ifou ? 
'^ Indeed 'tis true, my liege, 'tis very true," 

Parmenio- cry 'd, and, sighing, shook his head: 

Pa. The» 
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Then from his pocket took a knife so nice, 
With which he chipp'd his cheese and onions. 

And from a rafter cut a handsome slice, 
To make rare toothpicks for the Macedonians ; 
Just like the toothpicks which wc see 

At StratfMd made^ from Shakespear^s mulb'ry-tree. 

What pity that the 'Squire and Knight 
Knew not to prophecy, as well as Jight; 

Then had tncy known the/ii£ttr^men of metre; 
Then had the General and Monarch spy'd, • 

In Fate's fair book, oxir nation's equal pride, 

That very Pindar's cousin Peter !' 

DAtTGHTER of thatch, aud stone, and mud, 
When I' (no longer flesh and blood) . 

Shall join of lyric bards some half-a-dozcn*; 
Meed of high worth, and, ^midst th' Elysian plains^ 
To Horace and Aica;us read my strains, 

Anacreon, Sappho, and my great old cousin; 

On //iee shall rising gtmerations stare, 

That come. to Kingsbrldge and to Dfjdbrook Fair*: 

For such thy history, and mine shalF learn ; 
Like Alexander shall they ev'ry one 
Heave a deep sigh, and say " Since Peter's gon^, 

'^ With rev'rcnce let us look upon his Barn," 

* Held? annually at those places, - 



■ / 



The 
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The following Ode of Mr. Pindar's is what rhetoric 
cians would call ironical. The leading feature 
seems to be impadence. 

ODE TO AFFECTATION. 

NYMPH of the mincing mouth, and languid ejc^ 
And lisping tongue $)o soft, and head awry, 
. And flutt'ring heart, of lea\pR of aspin made ; 
-Who were thy parents, bluiihful V^irgin ! say- 
Perchance Dame Folly ga»e thee to the day, 
With Gaffek Ignorance's aid. 

Say, Virgin, where dost thou delight to dwell ? 
AVith Maids of Honour, startful Virgin ? tell— 
• For I have heard a dea;l of each fair Miss ; 
How wicked Lords have whispered wickxi thiivgs 
Beneath the noses of good Queens and Kings, 
And sigb'd for pleasures iar beyond a ki^sl 

Great is thy delicacy, dainty Maid ; 

At slightest things, thy check with crimson glows : 
Say, art thou not asham'd, abashed, afraid, 
. \Vhen*cr thou stealest fortlv to pluck a rose ? 

Orhast thou lost, O Nymph, thy pretty gall; 
So never, plu'ckcst any rose at all } 

I'm told, thou keepcst not a single male ; 
Nothing but females, at thy board to cram ; 

I That no he-la pdog near thee wags his tail, 

Nor cat by vulgar people call'd a ram. 
I've heard too, that if e'er, by dire mishap, 
! Some ravishers should make thy fav'rites wh— s. 

Staring as stricken J)y a thunder-clap, 
^ Thy modesty hath kick'd them out of doors. 
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*Tis said, when wag-tails thou behold*st, and dores, 
And sj)arrows busy with their feather'd loves ; 

Lord ! thou hjast trembled at their wicked tricks ; 
And, snatching up thy blush.concealing fan, ^ 
As it' it were a lady and a man, 

Hast only peep'd upon them through the sticks* 

And yet so variously thon'rifc said to act^ 
That 1 have heard it uttered for a fact, 

That often on old Thames's sunny banks, 
Where striplings swim, with* wanton pranks, 

On bladders some outstretch'd, and some on corks*; 
Thou squinting, most ifUliff'rent girl, art seen, 
In contemplation of each youthful skin. 

Admiring God Almighty's handy-works. 

I'm told, thou wilt not meddle with cod*s head; 

Nor giblets taste, nor innocent lamb^S'fr^^^ 
This is a very strange affair indeed \ ^ 

I wonder, squeambh Maid, the reason why ! 

Some men have got strange names^ that raise thy bltish t 
(Pity a name should so disturb thy cheek !) 

Then dost thou, simpering, beat about the bush. 
When to those men thou art iuclin'd to speak. 

At length thou biddest Susan (with sweet shame)* 
^' Go fetch the fellow with the filthy name,^^ 

I*ve heard, that breeches,- petticoats, and smock, 
Give 10 thy^ modest mind a grievous shock ; 
And that thy brain (so lucky its device) 
Christ'netb t^cm inexpressibles , so nice ! 

Prim Maid, thou art no»fav'rite with the world t 
I hoar the direst curses on theehurl'd! 

Sorry am I, so ill thy manners suit : 
*Tis said, that if a mouse appear to View, 
We fJear a formidable screech ensue. 

As if it were some huge devouring brute; 

And 
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And if beneath thy petticoat he run, 
Thou bellowest as if thou wert nudoae, 

And kickest at a cow-like^rate, poor sou] ! 
When, if thou wert to be a little quiet| 
And not disturb the nibbler by a riot, 

The mouse would go into his proper holer 

I've heard it sworn to, Nymph, that in the streets^ 
When running, dancing, capering at thy side^ 

Thy Chloe other dogs so brazen me^ts, 

That, wiiggling, ask thy bitch to be their brid^ 

Quick hast th6u caught up Chloe in thy anns^ 

From violation to preserve her charms ; 

And, booncing #ildly from the Tiew 
Of those sam^ saocy eauhie er ew, 
Hasl^'d so }obd and tnaelally thy throaty 
(Seeming as thon hadst Imtat to scream by note) 
Loud as ihe Sabine girls that tiiy^d to 'scape 
Tiie speechless horrors of a Roman rape.- 

No novels readest thou, O Nymph, insight! 
And jdt again I'm told tbatev'ry night, 
In*'^ secret^ thou art much incHa'd to doat 
Oh rhymes that RocuKSTna so warmly wrote. 

Oft dost thou Wonder how thy sex, so sweet, 

Can fellows, those great two-legg'd monsters^ mcct^ 

And swoon not at each Caliban ; 
And wonder how thy sex can fancy blisses 
Contain'd within the black rough-bearded kisses . 

Of such a horrid bear-like thing as roan. 

Thy jnorals, virtuous Maiden, arc so chaste, 

I'm told, that e'en for all the mint 
No man should ever take thee round the waist, 

And on thy lips a saocy kiss imprint ! 

Inform me, is it so, most dainty maid ? 
Are thy two lips of kisses thus afraid J 

*Ti» 



l6Qi k BOWEAND FOX AH C£lVBt» 

'Tis also said^ that if a flea at night, 

Pert rogue, hath dar'd thy luscious lip to bite, 

Or point his snout into thy snowy breast, 
At once the house hath been alarm'd — the maidtr 
Call'd idle^ nasty, go ocUfor-nothing jades j 

Who, Eve^like, irushing to thy room, undrcsf, 

IlaTC thought spmcsccrct raTisher so dread,. 
On Loye's delicious \iands to be fed,^ 

Had sei&'d thee, to obtain forbidden joys ; 
WhiiA had he done, a most andacios thief^ ^ 
Of ev'ry maid it was the firm belief 

Thou wouldst not, Nymph^ hare made a greater noise«. 

And yet 'tis i^td again, O Nymph so bright. 

Thou sleep'st with John the coachman ev^ry mght-— 

Vile tales ! invented to destroy thy £une ; 
For wert thou, fearful Lass, this instant married, 

At night, thy modest ch^ek would bum with shame^> 
Nor wouldst thou go^ but to the bed }}ei:arried: 

There, when thy Strephon msh'd, in white array'd^ 
To clasp with kisses sweet his white.stol'd maid, 

And riot in the luxury of charms ; 
Flat as a flounder, seeing, hearing gone-«- 
Mute as a iish, and fairly tum'd to stone — 

O Damsel ! thou wouldst dfze within* his arms« 



More 



% HOWL AND POH AN OtIVSl. l6S 

More impudence, with a lick at one of the Ten Com* 
xnandments. He talks too of his passioos as hs^ving \6ft 
him— I do not believe a word on't: all Pbtbr's colt's- 
teeUi are not yet gone— Oh, that I had the drawing them ! 
Ob, that ray pincers could get amongst tbeml ibe world 
should 4hen see him make up many a pretty wry face* 
'' Pretty;* did I say ? not pretty neither, for the fellow 
is as ugly as sin.-^Ob, that I had him, like the types for 
my magazine, in my printing press I I would give his 
bones a most glorious squeeze! But he is a liar, and I 
can prove it, for be keeps a girl at this moment; and a 
Iteautiful girl too, that he makes verses upon — but it is 
VuLCAW and Venus. The Jack-ass, perhaps, wants a 
buucb of nettles, I suppose, for bis Muse ^ something 
extraordinary, to give a fillip to his languid inspirations* 



TO FORTUNE. 

SAD loit'ring Fortune, thou art come too late : 
Ah! wherefore give me not <hy smiles before; 
When all my youthful passions iu a roar, 
Rare hunters, fearless leap'd each live-bar gate ? 

Unknown 1)y thee, how often did I meet 
The loveliest forms of nature in the street. 
The fair, the black, and lasting brown! 
And, -while their charms enraptur'd I survey 'd, 
This pretty legend on their lips I read — 
->'' Kisses, O gentle lAepherd, for a crown." 

flow oft I Io6k'd, and sigh'd, and look'dagcn, 

Upon the smiling Loves of ev'ry Phillts ! 
flow wish'd myself a cock, and her a hen, 
'1k) crop at once her roses and her lilies ! 
Not onty gratis^ but with perfect ease — 
. Without so much as, '' Madam, if you please." 



" At 



. << AtOtaheite," I have said iriOi tears^ 
^' No gendemaa a jail so Uorrld fears 

'' For taki»x loviag liberties with hmes ; 
<^ -Soon as tiiey heard how Lov£ ia £agiaud far^d^ 
*' The glorious Otaheitans aU were scar'd, 
^' And cali'd us fkiglishman f^ pack of £U>ses. 

-^^ Bat they, indeed, arc heathens^-have no souls^ 
^^ But such as must he Iried ou burning coals ; 

^^ But I'm a Christian^ and abhor a rape^ 
■<' Yet if a lass wonXAseH her lean and fot, 
^' I'm not so great an enemy to that — 

'' Though that might whelp a little kind of scrape ; 
* <* Since 'tis beiiev'd e'en simple fornicaiion ^ , 
^' May step between a man and his salvation." 

Damn'd Foutune ! thus to make the Ppet groan ; 

To offbr 7iqWf forsooth, thj shiniug pieces ; 
For now my passions nearly atl are flown, 

Departed to my nephews and my nieces 



Here, indignant Header, is impudence with a ven- 
:'geance ! When certain sacred pmrts <of our most glorious 
£oYAL Family determined in their great wisdoms and 
inger to quit ungrateful England, what does this foul- 
fnouthed Poet do, but give them a farewell laugh in vcr«e, 
•when it should have been tlie most lamentable elegy*— 
flehih carmen ' But Pitek Pind^\« is a Calihan, I do 
not believe ihat ever he cried in his life, excepting when 
ihe was flogged at school— ilio/w/ruw/torrcntittiw, ivforme, 
ingenS'^l wish I could add too, cuiluvien adenCptunii 
for hisjeyes are hunting for nothing but deformity: Id 
liim look in the glass then and he will spy a su&'ient 
irnass 5 or open hisbraiu-box, and he will there nnd a 
xarc cargo. 

ODE 
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ODE TO MADAM SCHW— G AND CO. 

On their intended Forage to Germany. 

WRITTEK tV THE TEAR IJSQ. 

WE wish yoa a good rojage to that shore 
Were all your friends are impudent and poor; 
Oblige us, Madam — don't again come over— 
To use a cant prase, we've been Jinelt/ fob b^d^ 
Indeed have very dext'rously been lobb'd— 

You've liv'd just eight and twenty years in cloven 

Pray let ub breathe a Httle — be so good ; 
We cannot space suih quaaiities of blood : 

At least lor some ten years, pray eross the mata ; 
Then, cruel, should ye think upon jetuming, 
-To put us Britons all in second mourning, 

We may support phlebotomy again. 

To you and your lean gang we owe th' Excise : 
Pitt cannot any other scheme devise. 

To pay the nation's debt and fill jour purses. 
With great respeft I here assure jou, Ma^am, 
Your name our common people loudly damn ; 

Genteeler folks attack with silent curses. 

Madam, can i/ou speak Latin ?-— No, not much— « 
I think ypu principally spew * Iligh-Datfch : 

But did you Latin understand (God bless it) 
I'd offer up the pithiest, prettiest line 
IJnto your Avarice's sacred shrine—- 

** Crescit amor nam mi quantum ipsa pecuniacfescitJ^ 

* The author thinki the expression, though a dirty one, mort do- 
fcriptive than any other of the guttiua) German} aad therelbie 
^oose» not to -sacrifice truthxto a Uule hicns€$nci, 

^oj/.IL • ^ Q Thf 
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The wLich translation of this I^atin line 

Is this — ^ Alas ! that maw profound of thine 

^ M^y like the stomach of a whale bereckooMs 
'^ Throw into it thte nation's treasury, 
^ But for -a minute it will pleasure ye ; 
* That gullet would be gaping for a second.* 

Madam, we wish you a long, long adieu-— 
Good riddance of the snulf and di'mond crewi 

Your absence, all, alone the State relieyes; 
For, hungry Ladies, as I'm here alive, 
A house can never hope to thrive, 

That haibourcth a nest of thieves. 



An insupportable apology for keeping Mistresses, 
and a laugh at that most respedtable state, Matrimony^ 

ODE. 

THAT I have often been in love, deep love, 
A hundred doleful ditties plainly pro? e^ 
By marriage never have I been disjointed^ 
For matrimony deals prodigious blows: 
And yet for this same stormy state, God knows, 
I've groan'd«— and, thank my stars, been disappointed. 

With Love's dear passion will I never war : 

Let ev^ij man for ever be in love, 
E'en if he beats, in age, old Par : , 

'Tis for his chilly veins a good warm glove.; 
It bids the blood with brisker motion start, 
Thawing Time's icicles around his heart. 

Wedlock's a saucy, sad, familiar state, 
W^here folks are very apt to scold and hate^ 
Love keeps a modest distance, is divine, 
ObHging, and says GY^ry thing that's fine. 

LoTE 
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LoTE writes sweet sonnets, deals in tender matter: 
Marriage, in epigram so keen, and satire: 

Love seeketh always to oblige the fair; 
Full of kind wishes, and exalted hope: 

Marriage desires to see her in the air^ 
Suspended at the bottom of a rope. 

LoYE wishes, in the vale or on the down, 
To giTC his dear, dear idol a green gown : 
Marriage^ the brute^ so snappish and ilUbred^ 
Can kick his sighing turtle out of bed ; 
Turns bluffly from the charms that^aste adores, 
Then pulls his night-cap o'er his eyes and snores* 

WsDLdcK af first, indeed, Is Tastlj pleasant; 
A^ery showy bird, a fine cbck-pheasant : 
By time, it changeth to a diti Vent fowl ; 
Sometimes a cuckoo, oft'ner a horn-owl. 

WEi>L0CK's a lock, howerer, large and thick, 
Which ev'ry rascal b^ a key to pick. 

O Love I for heav'n's sake, never leave my heart: 
1^0 1 thou and I will never, never part: 
Go, Wedlock, to the mm of leaden brains. 
Who hate variety, and sigh for chains. 



.A bare-faced apology for leaving a loving Wife. 
1 TO CHLOE. 

j . AN APOLOGY FOR GOING INTO THE COUNTRY. 

CIILOE, we musi not always be in heav'n, 
For ever toyihg, ogling, kissing, billing ; 
The joys fof which 1 thousands would have giv*n, 
^ Will presently be scarcely worth a shilling. 

Q2 Thy 
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Thj neck is fairer than the Alpine st]ow», 

And, sweetly swelling, beats the down of doves ^ 

Thy cbeek of health, a rival ta the Fose ;. 
Thy pouting lips the throiie of aU the Loves! 

Yet, though thus beautiful beyond expression^ 

That beauty fadeth by too much possession* 

Economy In lore is peace to itatufe^ 
Much like economy in worldly mftlter: 
\^ ^^^hi fee prutien^9 nerer lire too faft^ 
Profu^um will not^. cannot tUways last. 

LoYCFS dre really fipf;ndfhriftp-«*'tif a shames 
Nothing their thoughtless^, wild career can tame^ 

Till pen'ry stares tbeni In the face ; ' * 
And when they £nd aa empty purse^ o 

Grown calmer, wiser, how the Tank they ciirse^ 

And, limping^ look with suck a sneaking grace 
Job's war-hor^e fierce, his neck with thunder hung 
Sunk to » hnaoMo kdiok tk«t eAttks iwg^ 

Smell to the queen of flowers^ the flagrant rose— 
SmjeH. twenty times^-^md then, my dear, thy naso 
Will tell thee (not so much for scent athirst) 
The twentieth drank less flavour tkan the Jirst* 

Love, doulitless, is the sweetest of all fellows i 

Yet often should the little God retired- 
Absence, dear Chloe, Is ft pair of bellows^ 
Tkk^t keeps ^re the sagged fire. 



In 
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In the same impudently ironical style. 
ODE TO LAiS. 

O NYMPH with all the luxury of skin, 
Pea-bloom breathy and dimpled chin ; 
Rose check, and eyes that beat the blackest sloe; 
With iiaxen ringlets thy soft bosom shading, 
So white, so plump, so lusciously-persuading ; 
And lips that none but mouths of Cherubs know I 

Oh, leering, lure me not to Charl otters tree t, 
That too, too fair, seducing form to meet ; 

Warm, unattirM, and breathing rich delight; 
Where thou wilt pra6tise e?*ry roguish art^ 
To bid my spirits all unbridled start. 

Run ott' with me full tilt, and steal my sight* 
Then shall I trembling fall, for want of grace^ 
And die, yes, die perhaps upon my face ! 

Ah ! cease to turn, and look, and leer, and smil^ 
My too imprudent senses to beguile! 

Ah! keep that uper leg so tempting from me; 
Ah ! form'd to foil a Phidias's art ; 
So much unlike that leg in ev^ry part 
By me ubhorr'd indeed, and christened gumtny^ 

In Tain I turn around to run away : 

Thine eyes, those basilisks, command my stay : 

Whilst through its gauze thy snowy bosom peeping^ 
Seems to that rogue interpreter, my eye. 
To heave a sott, desponding, tender sigh— - 

Like gossamer, my thoughts of goodness sweeping. 

Pity my dear religion's dread debility. 

And hide those orbs of sweet iniiaounabUity I 

Q 5 Abound^ 



Abound, I say, abound in grace, my feet; 
And do not follow her to Charlotte-street. 

Alas ! .alas ! you hare no grace, I see. 
But wish to carry off poor straggling me; 

Yes, the wild bed of Beatity wish to seek i 
Yet, if ye do— to make your two-hearts ake, 
A sweet, a sweet rerenge I mean to take ; 

For, curse ^ne. if you shail not stay a week. 

Yet let me not thus pondMng^ g^ptng, stand^ 
But, lo ! I am not at my own command : 
Bed, bosfHB, kiss, embraces, storin my brains^, 
And, lawless tyrants, bind my will in chains. 
O lovely Lass! too pow'rful ate thy charms^ 
And fiiscinatioit dwells within thy arms. 

The Passions join the fierce inrading host; 
And I and YiaxUE are o'erwhelm'd and lost 8 
Passions that in a martingal should move ; 
Wild horses, ioosen'd by the hands of Lo^£« 

I'm off— alas ! unworthy to be seen— 
The Bard^ and Virtue a poor captive Queen 1 
O Lais, should our deeds to sins amount, 
Jttst lieav'Q will place them all to M^ Wcouujt.. 



The 
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The foliowitog Stanza, on the death of Lady Mount 
K— '8 favourite Pig Cupid, is verily exceeded by 
nothing ia the aanais of irapertiitence. 

A CONSOLATORY STANZA 
TO LADY MOUXT E y 

ON THE DEATH Ot HER PIG CUPID. 

ODRY that tear, so round and bia; ; 
Nor waste in sighs >our precious wind I 
Death only tastes a single Pip.— 
Your Lord and Son are still behind. 



Superlatively impudent^ and, I hope, untrue ; sent 
me two days after my publication of my Queen Elha* 
beth's Progresses, one of which is now actually in hi^ 
Majesty's glorious Library at Buckingham-If ouse. 

TO MR. J. NICHOLS, 

> ON nrs 
Mhtortf ef the Progress of Qaeen EUzabeik. 

JOHN, though it asks no subtiftty of brain 
To write Quee:? Bess's Progress through the iand^ 
Excuse the' freedom, if I dare maintaiu 

The theme too high for iltee to take in hand. 

On Vanity's damn'd rock what thousands split! 

Thou shouJd'st havelabour'd on some humbler matter; 
On somewhat on ^evel with thy wit— 

For instance-<-when her Majesty made w— — 

To 
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T<J show that I can be candid, even to people of^na 
candour, I shall conclude this First Part with a fevr 
Songs that are not totally destitute Of merit. 

TO DELIA. 

WHILE poets pour their happiest lays. 
And call thee ev'ry thing divine; 
Not quite so lavish in thy praise, 
To censure he the province mine. 

Thodgh born with talents to surprise, 
Thou seldom dost those pow'rs display: 

Thus seem they trifling in thine eyes ! 

Thus heav'n's best gifts are thrown away I 

Though rich in charms, thmi know'st it not 5 

Such is thine ignorance profound: 
And then such cruelty thy lot, 

Thy sweetest smile infli6is a wound,. 



TO FORTUNE. 

YES, FoRxuNE, I hav^ sopght thc;e long^ 
Invok'd thee oft, in prose and song; 
Through half Old England woo'd thee; 
Through seas of danger, Indian lands. 
Through Afric's howling, burning sands : 
But, ah! in vain pursa'd theel 

Now FpRTQNjE, thou wouldst fain be kindl 
And now I'll plainly speak my mind-~ 

1 care not straws about thee: 
For Delia's hand alone I toil'd ; 
Unbrib'd by wealth, the Nylnph has smiPd ; 

And bliss is our's without thee. 

TO 
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TO CHLOE. 



CHLOE, a thousand charms are fhine^ 
That gi?e my heart a constant sigh \ 
Ah } t^hdrefofe let th)^ poet plnC) 
Who canifc with ea^d lOfl wMai'iupplj^t 

Oha haate, tftj charity diiplay; 

With UMe ril contented Do i • 
The kiiflci which thotr throw*it away 

Upon thy dog^ trill do for me* 



I caftnoi, howercr, conaludis tbii FinI Part of Mn 
Peter'i IncubratifNM wUbout a un^tn repreheiiiioii of 
his want of loyalty^ as well as wa»t of rasped, for thai 

first of Courts, St. Jameses ;' and, morep?er, to prove 
that disloyaf ty and dimrespc^t, 1 give the following Ode, 
which he, with all his'tfApud<eiice, dares not deay that 
be wrote. I sap^ose that it was hatched in the last reign, 
dnce it is impossible that it should be in the present. One 
word more with him. Should his insolence mean his 
present M\jvsrr J he is an wigratejid^ as well as innoknt 
fellow ; as l^is Majesty has got his books hound in best 
morocco leather (Oh, that PisrrEa's own hide had been 
stripped otf, and tanned for the purpose!) which arc 
now in the library at Buckingham-house: nay, more, 
his Majesty has condescended to t^rite notes on the 
rarlet's works! — ^yes! with Aw oz€n most royal hand! 
Thus has this most an loyal, most dtsrespe6tiu!, most 
ungrateful, and mo?t pitiful rhynicf,— a King for a. 
Commentator t ! !— His Majesty is pleased, with i smile, 
to call hhn the ". Merrif Wight" Might I oiTer. aa 
emeodatioi^ to Majesty,, it should be the vckked Wight* 
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TO A FRIEND OUT OF PLACE. 

SO then, thy Sov'RtiioN tarfts away hig face! 
Tlijuik Odd, -Willi all 'thy ^ouf, lor ih& dhgi'ace. 

Thli ir^stant domu u^ -^n thy knee. 

Arid idolize the man who in'ikc-.s th^ free; 

No moirn endeavour Folly's liana to kiss I 
At first I look'd with pity on thy btate ; 
But now I humbly thank tjje ibot of Fate, 

That kindly kicks thee into bliss. 

Pve been disgraced too— felt a Monarches frow% 
And consequently quilted town : 

But have my fields refus'd their smiles so sweet ^ 
Say, have my birds grown sniky^ with the King I 
My thrush«sj linnets, larks, refus'd to sing ?y. • 

My winding brooks to prattle at my feet I 

No! no such matter! Each unclouded day 
On dove-like pinions gaily glides away : 

In 'shorty all nature seems disposed >^ please-^ 
Then prithee quit thy qualms; look up and laugh;, 
The rural pleasures let us largely qnaff, 

And make our conge to the Gods of Ease.. ' 

By day, shall ?J^a,ture's simple voice * 
Our walks, and rides ot' health rejoice. 

Far from an empty Court where Tumult howls ;^ 
And should at nigiit, by chance^ an hour 
Be with cnnid inclia'd to low' r, 

We'll go and listen to our owls ; 

Birds from whose throats 'tis said that wisdom springs- 
llow very ditf rent from the throats of Kings! 



ADVICE. 



ADVICE 

•TO 

THE FUTURE LAUREAT: 

AN ODE. 



7/il nimium studeOf Casar, tibi vdU placne : 
Nee scire utrum sis albus an ater homo. 

CaTUJ,U7S. 

SoVittle, Csesar's humour claims my cafe, 
% knowaot tS the man be bUck or fair. 



' ARGUMENT. 

?rHE Poet expresseth wonderful curiosity for knmfnng the 
future Laureat — reporteth the Cadtlidatefl for the sublinie 
office of Poetical Trumpeter — recommendeth to his Muse 
the praises of economy^ poultry, cow-pens, pigs, dung^ 
hills, &c. — adviseth the mention of his present money* 
loving Majesty of Naples, also of the great people of Ger- 
many.-^PETBR gentK* criticiseth poorTnoMAS, and utteretli 
strange things of Courts — he exclaimeth suddenly, and 
boasteth of his purity — he retumeth sweetly to the unknown 
Laureat, asketh him pertinent questions, Und iaformeth hii« 
what a Laureat should resemble. 

PART II. 

THE Poet fedeth a most uncommon metaniorDho9e--brtalt«> 
eth out into a kind of poetical delirium — ^taiketh of court 
reformation, the arts and sciences.; and secncth 4o coDt^iue 
mad to the coil of the chapter. 
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10 



THE FUTURE LAUREAT. 



ODE. 

WHO shall resume St. James's fife, 
And call ideal virtues into life ? 
On tiptoe gazing, lo, I stand. 
To see the future Laureat of the land ! . - . 

Dread rivals, splashing through the dirty road| 
With thuhd'ring specimens of Ode, 
The lyric. bundles on each Poet's back, 
Intent to gain the stipend and the Sack, 
See Masox, Hayley, to the Palace scamper. 
Like porters sweating underneath a hamper ! 

And see the hacks of Nichols* Magazine 
Rush, loyal, to be-rhyme a King and Qaeen^ 
^ And see, full speed, to get the tuneful job, 
The bellman's heart, with hopes of vidt'ry, throb. 

O thon, whatever thy name, thy trade, thy t^rt^ 
Who from obscurity art doom'd ta start, 
Caird, by the-Royal mandate, to proclaim 
To distant realiis a Monarch's feoble fimier^ 
For fame of Kings, like cripples in the goiit^ 
Peraands a crutch to more aboat*^ 

Voj.li, ^ . Vh^eiit, 
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Whoe'er thou art^ that winn'st the envied prize, 

Oh, if for Royal smile thy bosom sighs, 

Of pig-economy exalt the praise ; 

Oh, idatter sh*eep and. bullocks in thy lays! 

To saving wisdom boldly strike the strings, 

And justify the grazier-tiude in Kings. 

Descant on ducks and geese, and cocks and hens^ 
Haystacks and dairies, cowhouses and pens; 
DescanI;' on dunghills, ev'ry sort of kine; 
And on the pretty article of swiqe. , 

Inform us, without loss, to twig 

The stomach of a feeding calf, or cow^ 
And tell us, economic, how 
To steal a dinner frbrfi a fatt'ning pig ; 
And, Bard, to make us still more blest, declare 
How hogs and bullocks may grow fat on air* 

Sing how the King of Naples sells his fish, 
And from his stomach cribs the daintiest dish; 
Sing, to Ym subjeas how he sells his game ; 
So fierce for dying rich, the Monarches flame: 

• 

Sing of th' economy of German quality ; 

Emp'rors, Eleaors, dead to hospitality^ 

Margraves, and miserable Dukes, 

Who squeeie their subje6ts, and who starve their cooks? 

Such be the burthen of thy birth-day song, 

And, lo, our Court will listen all day long. 

Tom pVov'd unequal to the Laureat's place ; 
Luckless, he. warbled with an Attic grace: . 
The language was not understood at Court, 
Where bow and curt'sy, grin and shrug, resort;. 
Sorrow for' sickness, joy for healthy so civil; 
Afid love, that wish'd each other to the devil! 
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Tom was a scholar — luckless wight ! 

Lodg'd with old manners in a musty colle^; 

He knew not that a Palace hated knowledge, 
And deem'dit pedantry to spell and write. 

Tom heard of royal libraries, indeed, 

And, weakly, fancied that the books were read: 

He knew not that an author's fiense 

Was, at a Palace, not worth finding ; 
That what to notice gave a book pretence^ 

Was solely paper, print, and binding! 

Some folks had never known, with all their wit^ 

Old Pindar's name, nor occupation, 
Had not /started forth— a lucky hit, 
• And prov'd myself the Theban Bard's relation. 

The names of Drummond, Boldero, and Hpars, 
Though strangers to Apollo's tuneful ear, 

Are discords that the Palace-foiks adore, 
Sweet as sincerity, as honour dear ; 

The name of Homer, none arc found to know it, 

So much the Banker soars beyond the Poet; 

For Courts prefer, so classically weak, 

A Guinea's music to the noise of Greek : 

Menin aeide Thea^ empty sounds, 

How mean to — " Pay the bearer fifty pounds !'* 

Angels, and ministers of grace, what's here ! 
See suppliant SiWL'sB'RY to the Bard appear! 
He sighs — upon his knuckles he is down !— 
His Lordship begs I'll take the Poet's crown. 

Avaunt, my Lord! — ■Solicitation, fly! 
I'll not be Zany to a King, not I : 
I'll be no Monarch's humble thrush, 
To whistle from the laurel bush ; 
Or, rather, a tame owl, to hoot 
Wlxene'er it shall my masters suit. 

II 2 I hare 
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I hare ne flatt'ries cut and dried— no yamisb 

For Ro^<al qualities, so apt to tarnish, 

ExposM a little to the biting air : 

I've got a sou), and so no lies to space; 

Besides, too proud to sing for hire^ 

i scorn t9 toudh a venal lyre. 

Ayaunt, ye scepter'd Tnlgar — purpled, ermin'tT; 

The Muse sKall make no mummies, I'm determin^cf.. 

World, caU her prostitute, bawd, dirty b—, 

If meanly once she deals m spice apd pitich^ 

And saves a carcase by its jyiic balm, 

So putrid, ^Irich the very worms must damn. 

Again to thee I turn, from dear d^re«i&ion ; 
To tl>ee, ambitious of the Saek-possessionl 
O thou th^ future Laureat, yet unknown^ 
The nightingale or magpie of a Throne! . 

Reveal the sftnatioa of thy brain. . 
Or cledr, or muddy is its fountain ? , 

Of molehills can it make a mountain, ^ ' 

So strong the magic of its wizard strain! 

Laureata ^ould boast a bushel of invention^. 
Or yield up all poetical pretension : 

Lo, flatt'ries form a Monarch's first delights t 
A solav microscope the Bard should be, 
That to a camel's size can swell a flea, • - ^ 

And give the g.uts of aldccmca to mites.^ 



PART 
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PART II. 



MT soul assumes a loftier wing ; 
I'm chaug'd, I'feel myself a King! 
l*m sceptered— on my head the crown descends} 
To purple tqrn'd my coat of parson's grey, 
Now lot my Majesty itself display, 

Aud ^how that Kings and glory may be friends. . 

Yet tKough I feel myself a King, 

I hope, un tainting, that the crown descends** 
Not on my people's shoulders bids me spring ; 

And cry, forgetful of myself and friends, 
^^ Blood of the Gods within my veins I 'find ; 
^^ Not the mean puddle of that mob, mankind.'* 

Low at my feet the spaniel- courtiers cow'r ; 

Curl, wheedle, whine, 4)aw, lick my shoe, for pow'r; 

Prepared for ev'ry insult, servile train, 

To .take a kicking, and to fawn again I 

Off, Pitt and Grknville! you are not yet men; 
Go, children, to }«our leading-strings agcn ; 

Make not a iobby-horse of this fair ls>le ;— • 
Yet were no danger in the childish away, 
A Kingdom might permit a baby's play. 

And at its weaknesses indulge a smile. 
Off, then ! — once more upon your letters look- 
Go, find of politics the lost horn-book. 

Off with Excise your Imp, with lengthen'd claws^ 
And^fangs dcep-rootod in his hydra-jaws ; 

R a Tiiat 
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That monster, damping Freedom's sacred joys ; 

Fed by ^oMr hands, ye pair of foolish bojrsl . * 

My soul to Freedom wedded. Freedom lovesr;- 

Then blast me, lightnings, when so coldly cruel,, 

I to pomatum sacrifice the jewel, - 
Reuge, pigtail, amd a pair of gloves*. . 

Ofl^ J ■ ■ ! some demon did create thee : 
Oh, form'dtOvfawB, to k^ieel^ to lie, to flatter! 

*^ Perdition catch iny soul, but Jt do hate thee ! 

^ And wJien I hate thee not," 1 war with Naturb* 

Such reptiles dare not midst my radiance sports— 

Crurs'd be such snakes that crawT about a Court. 

Disgrace TM>t, simp'ring sycophants, my throne !— 

E—- — , and pigmy V t, be gone! 

Br——, thou stink'st ! — weazel, polecat, fly.L 
• Thy inanners shock, thy form ofl'cnds my eye. 
As for thy principles— they're g.one long since; 
I^ost,^ when a poor deserter from thy Pilincb^ , 

— -, ayannt! — thou'rt cowardly and mean ; 
Thy soul is sable, and thy. hands unclean. 
Yet to minutiae to descend, what need ? 
llftough^ that th^ou Mrt one orCluurles's breedv 

Out with that Sal'sbury! — Duxdas, aTaunt!" 
Off, water-gcuel Westmoreland, and Leeds L 

You, verily, are not the men I w^aftt—- 
My bounty no such folly feeds. 

Off, Harcourt, who wouldst starre my kinej. ' 
Or make them, poor lean devils, dine 

On vile hoEse-chesDuts— 'tis a cursed meal—* 
Instead of turnips, corn, and hay: 
Thou shalt not, by this avaricious way,. 

Into my royal fav^our steal. 

OfF, UxBRJDeE!— JiEEDS, too, once more get alon^ P 
Ycf^ shall not be Lord-Pccsidents of soug i 

Yoik 
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You throw poor St. Cecilia into fits ; 
You've ears, but verily tliey do uot hear. 
Just as you've tongues that cajiaot speak, I fear ; 

And brains that want their compliment of wits» 

Off, WalsinghaIm !— «thou putfst me in a sweat : 
I hate-aiack4n^office martinet— <• 
J^^or ever something most important brewing ; 
For ever busy,, bu8y,'nothiijg doing. 

Thou plague of pos t^ffice, the teaser, fretter ^ 
lofonning clerks the way to Seat a lottiT; 
AVho, full of Misdom, hold'st thyself the hroom^ 
IustructiagJ*»usan how to sweep the room ; 

The letter-man, to hold his bag ; 
The mail-guard (sunk in ignorance Torlorn ty 
To load his bluiKlcrbuss, and blow his horn ; 

Ofl', ofll --of consequence tliou rag ! 
Go to the fields, and gain a Nation's thanks ;. 
Catch graslioppcrs and butterdies for BanjvS. 

I want no. fellow that can only prate ; 
1 want nor whirligigs of state; 
No jack-a*iau terns, imitating tire. 
Skipping, and leading men vito thiis mlrcJ 

Thou servile copyist, West, begone!. 
With nought worth saving of thy own; 
Phillis and Chloe, dancing dogs, 
PiNETTi, and the fortune-telling hogs. 
Toymen and conj'rorsf froan my presence fly I . 
I have no children< to amuse-<-aat I. 
• 

QIF, Sw— g! thou Lean, old, wicked cat; 

Restless and spiHiug, biting, mewing, meany 
Thou shalt not in my chimney corner squat ; 

Thou shalt ^ot, harridan, be Queen: 
Off, to thy country, by the map forgot, 
Where Tyranny aud t'jiwii2i£ curse the spot I 

Yet 
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Yet empty first thy bags of plunder'd gain, 

Wnt^es of vile political pollution 5 
Then. vanish, thou Old Fistula ! a drain- 

Enervating our glorious constitution ! 

Off, Hastings' Wife ! thy di'monds bode no good ; 
They hhall not taint us-— lo, they smell of blood 1 
OiF, off, old Gilbert's spawn !-. now Edgecombe's fury^ 
In manners coarser than the dam)ss of Drury ! 

O form'd for Ugliness itself a foil I 
Sprung from the Church, the world might well suppose 
Thy blood with some few 'drops of meekness tlows— 

J\Oy vitriol ! — ^not one particle of oil I 

I'll hav4; no Laureat — sacred be the ode; 

Unsullied let its torrents roll ! 
Few merits mine, the Muse's wing to load ; 

Small grace of form, and no sublime of soul : 
And yet, whate'er the merits that arc mine^ 
By verse unvarnish'd. shall they shine. 

The real Virtues dare themselves display. 
And need 110 pedestal to show away ; * 

Each from herself her owi^ importance draws. 
And scorns a chatt'ring Poet's mock applause. 

Have niggard Nature, and my stars, unkind, 
Of sense and virtue stript my desert mind ; 
My name let Silence, with her veil, invade^ 
And cold Oblivion pour th'.eternal shade. 

Oblig'd not to an author's rhyme, 
Importan^5 down die stream of Time^ • 

O let me sail, or not at all ; 
Too proud for Bards to take in tow my name^ 
Just like the Vi6tory*, or Fame*, 

That drag about the jolly boat or yawL 



* Ships of the Hb«» 



Away, 



Away, the littie sniY'ling spirit t 
Away, the hate of rising merit ! / 

Thy heav'n^ward'wiog, aHpiring GEitiirs, wave; 
I will not, leY'ling with a jauiidtc'd eye, 
The secret blunderbuss let f y, 

To gire thee, Q thou roy«il bird! a grare. 

ru have no poet-persecution— no ! 
Proud of its liberty, the verse shall flow ; 

The month of Pegasus ahali fed no corbi 
If, idly waotott. Poets tax vie wrong, 
l^heirs is the infamy, for theirs the song ; 

Sach blasts shall neler my soul's deep calm diitiirK 

But, should £air Truth to Satire lend an edge, 
Bid with more force descend her^thu adoring siodge^ 

My justice da,res not. break that poet's pipe; 
And, like a s^chooUboy, to the tiger's dea. 
Who wanton fliiigs a cat, a cock, or hen, 

I will not give him to * MACXMN^ixn's grip^^ 

Wise, let me hush of prejudice the storm. 
Disarm him for the future, and refosm : 

Yes; 'stead ofgifing him a Ime-jobuiiony ' 
Revenge the blow by refortnariou* 

To Teos, which of yore was ^eckon'd far, 
HiPPARCHUs really sent a man of war. 
To bring Anacreon, honied bard, to court; 
So Plato says, a man of good report. 

How dMPrent, Monarchs of the present day ! 

From modern Kings each becJike minstrel sculks^ 
Whose love would clap the bards on board the l}ulk$> 

Or send them out to warSle at f TuiiivEii Bay. 

.• The A ttomey-General. 

"^ Commonl]^ called Botan^'Bay; 

Come- 
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Come^ Science, and the Arts, around me bloom;, 

Thrice-welcome, half my empire .claim s " 

The 6ye of Gkwixjs shaij not wear a gloom, ♦ 

Nor BoYDELL dash my cheek with shame* 
Historians, Poets, Painters, ev'ry merit, 
Shall feel King Peter's fo^t^risg spirit. 

▼ 
Yes, m6n of genia8,.l)e rpy equa;l8, free-* 

Imperious consequence ye shall not feel f 
^For show collected, just to bend the knee, 

And grace, like slaves of yore, a chariot-wheeL 

Ataunt, the parasitic dedicationf 

A trap to catch my smile, deceive the ISatfon^ 

♦And make the wide-mouth'd million bless iny name* 
Ah I let my de^ds^ alone, instead of lies, 
Proclf»m i6e ope», gen'roUs, good, and wise : 

Those manly heralds of a virtuous^fame. 

Here, from your hovels, sons of science, come : 
Oh, haste! and call King Peter's house your home > 
Your huts, your solitary meunt^ne^ quit: 
And make my court a galaxy of wit- 
Come, Virtue, though a dungeon hidie thy facey 

(For to tiiy lot too oft misfortune falls) 
Whose angei-form, from jails can bolt disgrace, 

And cast a sacred splendor o'er the walls. 

Thus shall ournioments glide on golden wings j 
Thus will we triumph with expanded heart y 

At times be merry upon thrifty Kings, 

And smile at Majesty that starves the arts, 

Auibitious, if^with wisdom thus we wed; ^ 

A Farthing shall not blush to bear OUR head t . 

A COM- 
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riLUSTRIOUS fflR, 

PERMIT a poor son of Apollo to make an ofRnring 
of his pamphlet (a sort of widow's mite)^ for the 
pleasure received from your five quartos. Aware of the 
dangers of lauuchiog into the foaming sea of usual dedi- 
cation, in which manj an anforunate author hag beea 
drowned, 1 tremble at my present atten^t. Exalted 
panegyric too frequently incurs the suspicion of a sneer. 
Your dedication, illustrious Sir, to the best of Kings, 
strikes me as the mQst perfect model of imitation*-! t is 
a column of Attic elegance and simplicity, erected to a 
deserving Monarch. Pray, Sir, did his august Majesty 
honour it with •» perusal before publication ? It truly 
forms the ne plus ultra of human panegyric ; and what 
is marvellous, cannot be suspected of adulation. Pray« 
Sir, iiow much might his Majesty give you for it? 

What a similarity, illustrious Sir, between yourself 
and Mr.' Jambs Boswell! and yet what a distance! 
Both gloriously ambitious, both great scholars, both in- 
tellectually adorned, both popular gentlemen, both dealers 
in history, and both descended from Kings! But Mr. 
James Boswell s ambition was not of so bold a wing 
asyour*s. He was content with a journey to Scotland, 
io exhibit Dr. Samuel Johnson, the lexicographer, 
to the literati of tliat country : your more exalted ideas 
could only be siitisfied with a display of the head-quarters 
of the IMMOKTAL NiLE, who had puzzled the pursuits 
of men for seven thousand years. Whilst Mr. Bos- 
well entertains only with a break fast on spaldingsf«/i«5 
dried whitings), the sublimer Brucb treats us with a 
dish of lion. Whilst Boswell brings us acquainted 
with plain Scottish gentlewomen oijly, the gallant Bkucb 
charms us with romantic talc& of Qjaccn Sittinia, &c. 
"Whilst Mr. Bo3W£LL pjescnta us only wilb an anccdott 
Vol.11. ^ S of 
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of a flannel-Dightcap made by Miss M'Leod for 1^ 
Doctoir's bald. head$ tbe sablimer Bruce tells us of a 
piece of sattin, and six handsome crimson and greea. 
bandkerchiefs^jiiost gallantly transmitted to the beautiful 
AiscAH of Teawa. Whilst Mr. Boswell amuses us 
only with his drunken bout» and consequently a simple 
«metic scene> tKe soarrag Bruce greets us with the more 
important history of a thundering Diarrh«ba. Whilst 
Mr. BoswBi^ prides himself only upon his descent from 
a Scottish King> the penetrating Bruce discovers an 
origin from Kiko Solqmok afid the Queev of Shbba^ 
which under the rose^ must be establishing a bastardy in 
the family^ as the Abyssinian Clueea could be nothing 
snore than Solomon's concuUnCf their marriage iiavlag^ 
>oever been proved. 

^ay. Sir, what may his Majesty intend to do with 
your invaluable drawings, &:Ci &c. } Are they to be en-- 
^ravedj pro bono publico^ at the expence of the royal 
purser or kept cautiously locked up iB a drawer at Buck* 
ingham-house, to induce the diletkinU to sigh for the 
publication ? Possibly they are destined to be a posthu- 
mous work of the greatest of Kings ; but not like po&t^ 
iiufflQus works in general, to disgrace the dead. 

I acDj' Illustr:£QU6 Sir, 
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SWEET is thd <ale, bowever »trange U» air. 
That bids the public eye ^tonish^i ttM,rt \ > 
Sweet is the tale^ howe'er uBOoutk Hs shape, 
That make» the world's ^wide month with wonder gape I 
Behold, our iafaDcies in tales delight, 
That bolt like hedgehog-quills the hair upright, 
Of ghosts how pleasM is every child to hear ! « 

To such is Jack the Giant-killer dear 1 
Dread monsters, issuing from the flame or flood. 
Charm, though wi<;h horror cloth'd they chill the Uoodt 
What makes a tale so sleepy, languid, dull ? 
Things as they happen*d^-not of marvel fulk s 
What gives a zest, and keeps alive attention I 
A tale that wears the Yisage of iavention ? 
A tale of lions, spectres, shipwreck, thunder;: 
A wonder, or first cousin to a yvonder. 
Mysterious conduct! yet, 'tis Nature's plan 
To sow with wonder's seeds the soul of man, 
That every where io sweet profusion rise, 
Aud sprout luxuriant through the mouth and eyes t 

What to the vasfy deep* Sir Joseph gave, 
As of the world, the sport of wind and wave I 
What bade the Knight, amid those scenes remote,. 
Sleep with Queen Oherea in the boat ? . 

•* Sir Joseph Banks. 

S 2 What^ 



I 
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What, unconfounded, leap to Newton's chair Br 
What, but to make a world with wonder stare ^ 
What bids a Ki^g on Wimbledon, Biackheath, 
So oft pejoicfi^-the regiments of death ? 
While Britain's mightier bulwark slighted lies^ 
And, vainjy groaning, for its Caesar sighs ? 
What, with the Tulgar pigs of Ascot taken,* 
Devour on ♦ Ascot-heath his annual bacon ? 
What bade that great, great man, a gcxodly sighty 
Watch his wife's di'mond. petticoat all night ; 
And what that wife, of great, great, great renown,- 
Make her own caps, . and darn a thread-bare gowni 
What bade the charming + Lady Mary, fly 
MARCHESf's squeeze, for PACCHrEROTTi's sigh ? 
What Master Edoecumbe deal in rhiming ware ? 
What, but ta put all + Cawsand in a stare ? 
Sweet child of vepse, who, with importance big, 
Pleas'd its own self, and eterniz'd a pig§ ; - 
AVMlst, mad an equal weight of praise to share^ 
Old Mount plays Punchinello' to a barr. 
What makes a girl the shops for novels rove ^ 
The s^eet impossibilities of love ; 
Quixotic deeds to catch the Hying fair; 
To pant at dangers, and at marvels stare^ 
What prompteth Chloe, conscious of the chann»- 
That crowd the souls of swains with n iW alarms, 

* Constantly, yta, with annual constancy do their august Majesties 
devour the fine f^t bacon of Ascot at the time of the races/and, aftnr 
deeplyloading'their royal stomachs with this savoury meat, in grateful 
iclurn load Ascot and the bacon wiih royal approbation. 

+ Lady Mary Duncan. 

X A small fishing-town near Mount Edgecumbe. • 

\ This* pig, Cupid, who many years ago fell.iu love with the Ear^ 
has a monument crcfted to his memory, with »n tnscription on it by 

Lord Vallctort, the Earl's son It is said, that his Majesty, when at 

Mount Edgecumbe, happening to be gravely pondering near his grave, 
the Quten, who was at some distance, askea him, whathe was looking 
at so seriously. His Majesty, with a great deal of humour, imme- 
diately replied, « The family vault, Charlyv family vault, family 
*« vault,'* 

. To 
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To gfve the siifelliog bosom's milk-white skis 
A Tcii of gauze so marvellouslj thin ? 
What but a kind intention of the fi^ir 
To treat the eyes ef shepherds with a stare I 
Behold ! Religion's self, celestial dame, 
Founds on the rock of miracles ner fan^e :. 
A sacred building, that defies decay, 
That sill's wild Maves can never wash away f 
What made * John Rolle (except from If^ojf's siare^ 
Drill .Serjeant to the aldermen and ma^'r, 
E'er from the hall he led his chose^ bands, 
To view the Kino or Nations, and kiss hands I 
llow rarely man the haunts of wisdom seeks, 
Pieas'd with the life of cabbages and leeks 1 
Though form'd to plough the soil, divinely strong^ 
'Tis famine goads him, like an ox, alon^: 
But Bruce, on Curiosivk's wild wings, 
Darts, hawk-like, where- the game of marvel springy* 
Let envy kindle with, the blush of shame, 
That dares to call thee, Bruce, a thief of fame» 
Pieas'd to thy Monder's vortex to be drawn, 
A thousaod volumes could not make me yawn: 
/ And (O accept a salutary hint)— 
The world, will read as fast as thou eanst prints 

Curs'd by the goose's and. the critic's quill, 
What tortures tear us, and what horrors thrill ! 
Thus that smalK imp, a^ tooth, a sim§le bone, 
Can make fair ladies and great heroes groan ; 

*• Mr. John Riolle*^ drtdd of a failcute in t^ Hiquette^oi preMntmttn ^ 
to his Majesty when at Exeter, prevailed on himself to take a deal of 
trouble with gentlemen who were to be introduced to the Lcvei ; but, in 
spite of all hi& intellc£kual powers, which, like his corporeal, are of. 
more than oi*dhtary texture, much disorder happened ; indeed the best 
of Kings was three or four times nearly overturned.. Many whk the 
gentlemen that MY. Rolle was forced to place himself behind, to pull 
down properly on their knees; and many were the 'gentlemen he wat 
obliged to run after, and make face to the right about, who uncourte* 
eusly, though unwittingly, in quitting the jjcoeacr^, bad tumcd their 
HApoltahed taiU on Majesty* 
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Tear hopeliess Tirgins from their happy dream, 
And bid for dodlors.'^steadvof sweethearts scream ;: 
In tears the tender tossing infant steep, 
And from its eyelids brush the dews of sleep ; 
Where, with a cheek in cherub blushes drest, 
It seeks, with fruitless, cries, its vanish' d rest. 
Far diff'rent, Thou, erect in consctou» pride^ 
Colossal dar'st the critic host bestride-; 
Like yelping coward curs canst make them skip, 
An J'tremble at the thunder of thy whip. 

How hard that thou, a busy working bee, 
Shouldst range from flow'r to flow'r, from tree to- tree-^ 
Fly loaded home from shrubs of richest prime, 
E^ptian, Nubian, Abyssinian thyme ;^ 
And plund'ring * drones upon thine lioney thrive. 
-AVho never ^»ve an atom to the hive ! 
Huge Whale of marvel-hunters, further say, 
And glad the present and the future day ; 
Speak! did no angel, proud- to intervene, 
Bear thee, like Habbakuk, from scene to scene ? 

Lo ! raoon-ey'd Wonder: opes her lap to thee ; 
How niggardly, alas ? to luckless me ! 
Where'er through trackless woods thy luckier way^ 
Marvels, like dew d^ops, beam on ev'ry spray. 
Blest man f whate'er thou wishest to behold, 
Nature as strongly wishes to unfold ; 
Of all her wardrobe offers ev'ry ragj 
Of which thy skill hath form'd a conj'ror's bag. 
Thy deeds arc giants, covering our's with shame £ 
Poor wasted pigmies 1 skeletons of fame ! 
To thee how kindly hath thy genius giv'n 
The massy keys of yonder star-clad heav'n ; 
With leave, whene'er thou wishest to unlock it. 
To put a few eclipses in thy pocket ! 
Nature, where'er thou tread'st, exalts her form.; 
The whisp'ring zephyr swells a howling storm ; 
* Alluding to an abridgement of Mr. Brucc's Travels* 

Wherq. 
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Where pebbles laj, and rivMets piirl'd before, 

Huge promontories rise, and oceans roar. 

Thrice-envy'd man (if truth each volume sings,) 

Thy life how happy [ hand and glove with kings ! 

A simple swain, a stranger to a throne, 

1 ne'er sat down with kings to pick a bone I 

For smiles I gap^d not, crouch'd not for assistance : 

But paid my salutations at a distance : 

Yet live, O Kings, to see a distant date,. 

Because I've got a pretty good estate ; 

A comely spot near Helicon, that thrives ; 

A leasehold though, that hangs upon your lives ; 

Set to George Kearsley, at a moderate rent ; 

Enough for me, poor swain, it brings content* 

Were heav'n to place a crown upou my head, 

So meek, so modest, I should faint with dread ; 

And like some honest bishop, with a sigh, 

" Pity my greatness,. Lord I woukl be my cry.** 

Poets, like spiders, now-a^ays must spin, 

E'en from themselves the threads of life so thin. 

Nought pleasetli now the rulers of great nations^ 

But books of wonders, and sweet dedications. 

Kings, like the mountains of the mOoii, indeed, 

PcQud of their stature, lift a lofty head ; 

Heads, like the mountains also, cold and raw^ 

That ice-enveJop'd, seldom feel a thaw. 

.Oh, may the worst of ills^ray soul betide^ 

Tor me if ever love-sick- fady dy'd I 

If fatal darts from these' tMO eyes of mine, 

Play'd havock with fair ladies hearts, like thiae t 

No, no L I ever a hard bargain drove, 

And purchas'd ev'ry atom of my love ^ 

O Bruce, I o^n all candour,, that 1 look 

With envy, downright envy, on, thy book ;: 

A book, like Psalmanazar's, forra'd to last,. 

That gives th' historic eye a sweet repast ; 

A book like Mandeville's, that yields delight^ 

And puts poor probability to ttight: 

A book that e'en Pontopidan would own ; 

A book most humbly olier'd ia the Throne ; 

A book,. 
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A book^ how happy, wi^ch the King of I^les 
Admircs^ (says rumour) and receiv'd with smiles t 

The f©ol, with equal gaspe^ astonished sees, 
Through Woni^ek's glasses, elephants and fleas ; 
But thou, in WoNDER^s school long bred, full growi^ 
Art pleas'd indeed with elephants alone : 
Iladst thou been Goi^, an insult to thy sight, 
Thy majesty had scornM to make a mite. 
Know, where th' Atlantic holds th' unwejldy whale^ 
My -heart has panted at the monatcr's tail : 
Had Bruce been there, th' invincible, the brave, 
How had he dash'd at once beneath the wave I 
Bold with his dirk the mighty fish pursu'd, 
And stain'd whole leagues of ocean with his blood i. 
Then rising glorieus from the great attack, 
Giac'd' with the wat'ry tyrant ou his back t 

'Mid those fair.* isles, the happy isles of old,^ 
Plains that the ghosts of kings and chiefs pattoFd^ 
These eyes ha*e seen ; but, let 'me tFuth confess, 
No royal spectre came, these eyes to bless : 
To no one chieftain-phantom* too I vow, 
With rev'rencc, did I ever make my bow : 
Gone to make room, poor ghosts,, so Faxe inclin«»^ • 
For gangs of lazy Spaniards and tMeir vines.^ 
But had thy foot, ilLustrious Trav'ter, trod. 
Like me, the precincts of th' Elysian sod ; 
Full of inquiry, easy, unconfounded. 
By spectres hadst thou quickly been surrounded ;. 
Then had we heard thy book of wonder boast^ 
How Brute the brave shook hands with ev'ry ghost I: 
In vain did I phaenomena pursue,. 
For Wonder waits upon the chosen few.. 
"Wliate'er 1 saw requir'd no witch's storm — 
Slight deeds, that Natuhe could with ease perform V 
Audacious, to purloin my flesh and fish. 
No golden eagles hopp'd into my dish ; 

* Tlk Canaries, of: the Insulae. Foitu^Ue of the Aiici«nts» 
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i Nor crocodiles, by love of knowledge led, 

!■ To mark my figure, left their oozy bed ; 

^ Nor loaded camels, to provoke my stare, 

L Sublimely whirl'd, like straws, amid the air; 

I Nor, happy in a stomach form'd of steel, 

On roaring lions have I made a meal. 
Unequal mifie with lions' bones to cope ; 
Tky jaws can only on such viands ope. 
Oh, hadst thou trod, like me, tbe^ happy isle, 

I AVhosc mowntain* treats all mountains with a smil# 

Bold hadst thou climb'd th' ascent, an easy matter^ 
And, nobly daring, souc'djnto the crater; 
Then out agen hadst vaulted with a hop. 
Quick as a sweeper from the chimney top. 
Oh, had thy curious eye beheld, like mine, 
The + isle which glads the heart with richest wine t 

i Beneath its vines, with common clusters crown'd, 

At eve my wand'ring steps a passage found, 

, Where rose the hut, and neither rich nor poor^^ 

The wife and husband seated at the door, 

1 Touched, when the labours of the day were donOj 

f- The wire of music to the getting sun ; 

Where, blest, a tender offspring, rang'd around, 

Join'd their small voices to the silver sound. 

But had thine eye this simple scene explor'd, 

The man at once had sprung a sceptcr'd lord ; 

Princes and princesses the beams had been ; 

The hut a palace, and the wife a queen ; 

Their golden harps Jhad ravish'd thy two ears. 

And beggar'd all tlic music of the spheres ; 

So kind is Nature always pleased to be, 

When visited by favourites, like thee ! 

Strange ! thou hast seen the land, that, to its shame,. 

Ne'er heard our good -'s' virtues, nor his nauie I 

I've only seen those regions, let rac say, 
Where his great virtues never found their way.. 

• Tencriffc, +' Madeira. 

Alas, 
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Alas T never met with royal scenes ! 
No vomits gave to Abyssinian queens ! 
Drew not from royal arms the purple tide, 
Nor scorch'd with iiames a seep ter'd lady's hide; 
Nor, in anatomy so very stout. 
Ventured to turn a princess inside out ^ 
Not, blushing, stripped me to the Yery skin, 
To give a royal blackamoor a grin* 
I never saw (with ignorance I own) 
Mule-mounted Monarchs seek th' imperial throne ; 
Which mule the carpet spoiPd— a dirty beast 1 
First stall'd ; then— What?— Oblivion cloud the rert^ 
I saw no king, whose subjects form'd a riot, 
And, imp-like, howl'd around him for bis quiet« 
Nor have I been where men (what loss, alas t) 
Kill half a cow, and turn the rest to grass. 
Where'er, great TraV'ler, thou art pleas'd to trea4^ 
The teeming skies rain wonders on thy head ; 
No common birth to greet thine eye appears. 
But sacred labours of a thousand years. 
Where'er the Nile shall pour the smallest sluice^ 
The rilk shall curl into the name of Bbuce* 
And lo I a universe his praise sh^U utter. 
Who, first of mortals, found the parent gutter ;p 
And, let mc add, of* gutters too the QuKt:N, 
Without whose womb the Nile liad never been. 
Thus many a man, whose deeds have made a pother^ 
Has had a scurvy father ch: a mother. 
O form'd in arts and science to surpass ; 
To whom e'en Valour is an arrant ass ; 

BnucE, most surely Travel's eldest son ; 
Tell, pr'ythee, all that thou hast seen or done !' 

1 fear thou hidest half thy feats, unkind ; 
A thousand wonders, ah t rein^in behind ! 
Whe^c is the chariot-wheel with Pharoah's name, 
Fish'd from the old lied Sea to swell thy fame ? 
Where the horsfe-shoewith Pharoah's arms, and found 
Where m icked Pharoah and his host w^rc drown'd ^' 
Where of that stone a slic^, and fresh account, 
Giv'n by the Lord to MQSi;s on the Motewt ? 

. And 
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And where a slice of that stone's elder brother, 
That, broken, forc'd th* Ali.-VVise V engrave another i 
Where of the cradle too, a sacred rush ; 
Where a true charcoal of the burning bush ? 
-And oh, the jewel, curious gem, disclose. 
That dangled from the Queen of Sheba's nose, 
When, with hard questions, and two roguish eyes. 
She rode to puzzle Solomon uie Wise ! 
Sagacious Terrier in Discovery's mine. 
Shall Nature form no more a nose like thine ? 
jNo more display 'd the pearls of woi'aer bciim. 
When, thou, grpat man* art paj>t tliy St; gun stream! 
To Atric wilt thou sever, Bruce return ? 
ilowl, Britain! Europe, Abyssinia mourn! 
Droop shall Disco veay's wing, her bosom sigh, 
And Marvel meet no more the ravish'd eye ', 
Nature outstep her modesty no more ; 
Sler cataracts of wonder cease to roar, 
^ Forc'd to a common cliannel to subside, 
And pour no longer an astounding tide ? 
O bid not yet the lucky labours cease ; 
Still let the Land of Wonder feel increase ; 
Thy loads of dung, delightful ordure, yield, 
And blossom with fertility the field : 
-Oates, hedges mend, that Ignorance pull'd down, 
And bring in triumph back each kidnappM town. 
Though Envy damns thy volumes of surprise, 
£lest I devour them with un sated eyes ! 
What though sour Johnson jcry'd, with cynic sneer, 
<< I dcem'd at first, indeed, Biwce had been there ; 
^^ But soon the eye of keen investigation 
^^^ Prov'd all the fellow's tale a fabrication," > 

But who, alas ! on Johnson's word relies, 
Who saw the too kind North with jaundic'd eyes ; 
Who rode to Hawthomden's fair scene by night, 
^or fear a Scottish tree might wound his sight ; 
And, bent from decent candour to depart, 
AUow'd a Scotchman neither head nor heart? 
^Grant fiction half thy volumes jof surprise, 
iligh in the licale of merit shalt thou xise z 

But 
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Still to Fame's temple dost thou boast pretensioii; 

Por thine the rara avis of invention ! 

And, lo ! amidst thy work of laboring years, 

A dignity" of egotism appears : 

A style that classic authors i^hould pursue ; ' 

A style that peerless * Katterfelto knew 1 

Thou dear man-mountain of discovery^ run ; 

Again attempt an Abyssinian sun \ 

Yes, go: a second journey, Bruce, pursue ; 

More volumes of rich hist'ry bring to view. 

O run, ere Time the spect'red tombs invade, 

And seize the crumbling wonders from the shade; 

Crowd with fair columns, struck by Time, thj page. 

And snatch the falling grandeur from his rage^ 

-Give that old Time a yorait too, and draw 

JVTore of Egyptian marvels from his maw ; 

3^id him disgorge (by modems calPd a hum) 

Scratch'd by ten thousand travelers, Memnon's bum ; 

Arid, what all rarities must needs surpass. 

The tail, the curious tail of Balaam's ass. 

Say, what should stop, 'O Bruce, thy grand career, 

Of Fa^e the fav'rite, and no child of Fear ? 

Danger's huge form, so dread to vulgar cyeSy 

Pants at thy presence, and a coward flies. 

Where other trav'lers, fraught with terror, roam, 

Lo ! Bruce in Wonder-Land is quite at home ; 

The same cool eye on Nature's forms looks down,; 

Lions and rats, the courtier aad the clown. 

Wljiate'er thine action, MOnder crowds the tale; 

It smells Df Brobdjgnag — it boasts a scale 1 

Fond of the lofty, Bruce no pigmy loves— 

Who lUtes a pigmy, that a giant moves ? 

Again — what pigmy, with a form of lath, 

Lost in his shadow, likes the Man c/f "Gath? 

The bowerly hostess, for a cart-horse fit,* 

Scorns Daphne's reed -lilie. shape, and calls her chii ; 

Whilst on the rough robustious lump of Nature, 

IJontemptuous Daphne whispers, '' What a creature !•* 

* A celebrate I philosopher and conjuror. 

PitT I 
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Pity! pursuits like thine should feel a pause! 
More than half«smother'd by fair Fame's applausei 
I see thee safe return'd fr^m Maavel's mine, 
Whose gems in ev'ry rock so precious shine; 
Pr^ud of the product of a world unknown, 
Unloaded all thy treasure at the throne ; 
While courtiers cry aloud with one accord, 
** Most marv'ions is the reign of George the Thiisdi^ 
How li^e the butchei:s bojs we sometimes meet. 
Stuck ipound with bladders, in a London street; 
In full-blown majesty who move, and drop 
The bloated burden in an Oilman's shop ; 
While country bumpkins, gkzing at the door, 
Cry they <^ ne^er zeed zo vine a zighi bevore!^* 

I see old Nile, the king of floods, arisfe, 
Shake hands, and welcome thee with happy eyes; 
Otters and alligators in his train, 
Made by the five immortal volumes, vain ; 
Weasels and polecats, shercgrigs^ carrion-crows, 
Seen and sn^elt only by thine eyes and nose. 
*' Son of the Arts, and Cousin of a King, 
'* Loud as a kettle-drum whose anions ring,'* 
£}iclaims the king of floods, ^ thy books I've read, 
*' And, for thy birth-piace, enf(y Brpther Tweed.*' 
O BttucE, by F ABIE for ever to be sung ; 
Job's war-horse fierce, thy neck with thunder hung: 
When envious Death shall put thee in the stable, 
Snipp'd life's £ne thread, that should have been a cabU*^ 
Ijo! to thy mem'ry shall the marble swell, 
Mausoleum huge, aud all thy a6tions tell \ 
Here, in fair sculpture, the recording stones ' 

Shall give thee jglorious, cracking lions bones ; 
There, which the squeamish souls of Britain shocki^ 
ii]«:h stpaks devouring from the living ox : 
Here, staring on thee tcoip.i^o rcsUiA of water, 
Full ma^y a rirtuoso alligator; 
There, Biluce iuformiug queens^ i» naked pride. 
The feel and-colour of -a J^cotsj^an^-hido 
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Here of the genealogy a tree,- 
Branching from Solomon's wise trunk to thee^ - 
There, with a valour nought could dare Mithstand, 
Druce lighting an hyaena hand to hand ; 
AVhich dread hyaena (what a beast uncouth!) 
Fought with a pound of candles in his mouth : 
Here temples bursting glorious to the view, 
Which Hist'ry, though a gossip, never knew; 
There columns starting from the earth and flood^ 
Just like the razor-fish from sand and mud: 
Here a wise Monarch, with voracious looks, 
Receiving all thy drawings and thy, books ; 
Whilst f AM£ behind him all so solemn sings 
The lib'ral spirit of the best of Jvings. 

Man says, O Bruce, that thou wert hardly ns*dj 
That our great Kiiig at first thy book refus'd; 
Indeed look'd grimly 'midst his courtier crew, 
Who, gentle courtiers ! all look'd grimlj/ tooi 
Thus when in black, the lofty Sky looks down^ 
The sympathizing Sea refledts a frown ; 
Vale, cattle, reptile, insert, man and maid, 
All mope, and seem to sorrow in the shade. 

S^ep is th' ascent, and narrow is the road^ 
Ah'me! thatieads to Fame's divine abode: 
Yet thick (through lanes, like pilgrimaging rats, 
Unavi'*d by mortals, and nntscar'd by cafes') 
What craw-ling hosts attempt her saCEcd ?fanc, 
And dizzy, drunk-like, tumble 'back -again : 
Fast as the swains, w^hose arms the damsels fiH, 
Fmbrace of elegance ! down Greenwich-Hill; 
Whilst thou, ©riareus like, with dauntless air, 
Resolv'd to ravish Fame, immortal Fair, 
Jn»tlik^ OUT Londoln bullies with the w« ' , ■, 
Hast scaPd the cloud-capt height, and forc'd her doors ! 
O form'd the trav'lers of thte eas^ to scare. 
Although thy pow'rs arc mighty^ learn to spare: 
Uogsltould not prey on dog, the proverb says: 
Allow tlien broUier-trav'lcrs, crumbs of pra^; 
f . -♦ Lik« 
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T^ike theo, let others reap applause, and rise 

liy darino; visits to Egyptian skies : 

But calmly^ lo! thou canst not sec them pass; 

*' This is a rogue or fool, and that's an ass." 

Thus on a tree, whene'er the weather's fine, 

Jack Ketcij, the Spider, weaves the fatal line; 

Beneath a leaf he hides wiih watchfnl eye, 

Now darts, and roping hangs the trav'Iii>g Fly. 

y^sdny most tiresome, let me say, Go, go^ 

Proceed, and all about it let us kno^ : 

Led safety by thine enterprising star, 

Hyaenas shall not with thy joomey war : 

Uiieat by tigers, dare the forest's gloom, 

To bid the barren field of knowledge bloom : 

Wave o'er new pyramids thioe eagle wings ; 

And, hound-like, scent fresh tombs of ancient kingS^ 

Which Time had buried with the mighty dead, - 

And cold Oblivion swaillow'd in her shade: 

And mind ('tis IIist'ry's province to sufprise) 

Thrt tales are sweetest, that sound most lik? lias* 
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As the confessed superiority of^fiyfer Bruce io Mister 
BoswELL entitles him to a more eminent mark €^ 
distinction^ I have added an ODEy in my^ Ifest man* 
ner^ to ^^2> Complimentary. Epistle^ which tfie Coru 
^raiulatory tlpistie to Miater Boswell cannot boasts 



0DE TO MMES BRUCE, ESQ. 

O BRUCE, for thk his short and sweef Epistle, 
Perhaps thvu bid'stthie gentle bard, " go whistle ;♦** 
Or8oiiiewhfttworse^jierrikeAince,thatrh]riiiteStbi:x^/i#j*. 
That is to saj., knights ot the bla^de,. 
One time so bnsy in- the dubbing trade^ 

That, like io siirer, it was shouldered bright.. 

Pity! by hungry critics thou shoaldst faU, 
So clever, and' so formM to. please us all 1. 
Thou too, by royal favour all-surrounded, 
As b^kn so. rich, like cloves and nutmegs pounded-tl 
Thus the Bag Fox (how cruelly, alack!) 
Turn'd. out with turpentine upon his back, 
Amidst the war of hounds and hunters flics ;. 
Shews sport; but, luckless^ ^7 ^^^ fragrance diest: 

Safe from the fnry of the critic hounds, 
O Bkuce,. thou treadest Abyssinian grounds; 
Nor can our British noses hunt thy soil: 
Indioed, thou need's t not dread th' event ;. 
Surrounding clouds destroy the scent, 
^ And mock their most sagacious toil : 
Yes, in thy darkness thou shajt leave the dogs f 
Fpr hares, the hniufcers say, ruu best in fogs. 

Of thee and mc, two great physicians, - 
Haw diif' cent are the dispositions! 

Tht/' 
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Tliif soul delights in wqnder, pomp^ and bustle; 
Mine in th' t/nmarvellous and placid scene, 
Plain as the *hut of our good King and Queen; 

I imitate the stationary mussel. 

Yetj boldly thou, O Bruce, again proceed; . 

Of wonder ope the fountain head; ' * . ., / 

Deluge the land with Abyssinia's ware;. ' ' ,^ 
Whilst I,, a simple sou of peace^,. .' • "i 

The world of bagatelle increase, .' . / . / 

By love-sick sonnets to the fair : 

Now to Sir Joseph, now a Duke, now Wron, 
Now Robin Red-breast, dedicate the pen; . 

Now Glow-worm, child of shade d^nd liglit, not flamcj 
To whom, of wicked wits the tuneful art, . - 
So very apt, in deed, from truth to start, 

Compares the nightly $t|feet-mean4^ring dame. , 

Mild Insect, harmless as myself, I ween; ' ' " 
Thou little planet of 'the rural scene, ' 
When summer warms the vallifes *vvith her* rays ; ' " 
Accept a trifling sonnet to thy praise. 



ODE TO THE GLOVr.WORM. 

BRIGHT stranger, welconu; to my field. 
Here feed in safety, here thy radiance yield; 
To me, oh, nightly be thy splendor giv'n ! 
Oh, could a wish of mine the skies eommai.d, 
How would I gem thy leaf with lib'ral hand, 
With ev'ry sweetest dew of Heai'n! 

Say, dost thou kindly light the Fairy train, 
Amidst their gambols on the stilly plain, 

* A house close by the glorious csstic of Windsor. 

, - T3 Hangiaf 



Hanging the lamp upoii the moisten'd blade J^ 
What lamp so fit, sd ptiife as thihfe, 
Amid«t tihe gendb eliiii band to shine, 

And chase the horrors of the midnight dhade!: 

Ohr may i*d feither^d fbe disturb thy feow'rj 
And with bacbarian be^k thy life devour! 

Oh ! may no ruthless torrent of the sky, 
Overwhelming) force ikie from thy dewy seat ;. 
Nor tempests tear thee from thy green retreat, 

And bid thee 'midst the humming myriads die t 

Queen of'thc ihse6bworldj what Teaves delight? 
Of such these willing hand's i, bow'r shall form, 
To guard thee from the rushing raiiis 6f nigfit, 
And* hide thee from the wild, wing of the storm. 

Sweet Child of Stillness, 'mfdst the awful calm 
Of pausing. Nature thou art pleas' d to dwell;. 

)n huppy. silence to-ebjoy thy baim^. 

And shedr through life a. lustre round ithy cell. 

How different man^ the imp of noise and strife,. 
Wha courts the storm that tears and darkens life; 

Blesrt when the passions wfid the soul invade ! 
How nobler far to bid those whirlwinds cease^ 
To taste, like thee, the luxury of peace, , 

And^ lilent, shine in solitude and Skad^!. 
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LOYAL ODt.% 

I 

DISLOYAL ACADEMICLVNS. 

Tk fA«Wn Sti/i^y iWiifi. Anacreok. 

Thus for a Michty MoNAitch to bt /^w// *d ! 

£]»){ w«t you drunk^ or mad, Sirs, or be^devIUMiL 



TO THE READER, 



GENTLE READER, 

THE foundation of the following Odes is simply this- — 
The President of the Royal Academy, happy to be able 
to gratify our amiable Monarch in the minutest of his pre- 
dilections, reported lately to the Academician's his Majcsty^s 
desire, that a Mr. Laurence might be added to the list of 
R. A.'s, his Majesty, from his superior knowledge in painting, 
being perfectly convinced of tl)is young Artist's uacocnnion 
abilities, and conscc^u^tly Jatr pretension^ to .tbe. honour. 
Notwithstanding, the Royal wish, and the wish of the Presi- 
dent, and (under the rose!!!) the wish of Mr. Benjamiit 
West, the Windsor oracle of paint, and painter of history, 
the R. A.'s received the annunciation of his Majesty's wish. 
Sir Joshua's wish, Mr. West's wish, with the most in-^ 
effable san^-froid, not to call it "by the' hard A name, disgust. 
The annunciation happening on the night of an election of 
Associates, at which Mr. jLatjrence ought to have been 
elected an Associate (a step necessary to the more exalted one 
of R. A.)— heboid the obstinacy of these Royal Mules! — the 
number of votes in favour of Mr. Laurence amounted to 
just three, and that of his opponent, Mr. Whbatley, to 
sixteen ! I !—^ Indignant and loyttl-Reader, the Lyric Muse, who- 
has uniformly attacked Meanness, Folly, Impudence, Avarice, 
and Ignorance, from her cradle, caught fire at the above im- 
portant event, and most loyally poured forth th« following 
Odes, replete with their usual sublimity. 
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PROEMIUM. 

TO tH£ PUBLIC. 

GEN^LES^! IreHoId ^ {fdor plain-spoken mtat 
Mddest as AtolNdrON our Sfeak^ 
Amidst Saint fitepheu's patriotic claO) 
WheVe tNlrbcENct so meek did iie^er look meeker; 

When with much palpitation, and much dread> 
Be turn'd about his pretty Speaker's head, 

One Teg just raised to hop into the chair; 
Just like a Cat in raili ainid the stircet, 
That fears to wet her white and velvHr fciety 

Which lor a handsome gutter-leap prepare! 

•* I f^ar I ani a most unworthy choice," 

Said Mister Speaker, with i lam-b-Hke voice ! 

^^ I have but one step more,." he cry'd. 
Keeping bis head coquettish ly aside. 

How much lik^ Christie, with his hadimer rais^d^ 
(Christie, a public^peaker to<i, so prais'd) 
Looking Viroiind him, simpering, smiling, bowing, 
Then crying — '^ Gemmen, going, going, going'.** 

Yes, GenHes ail, a modest Bard and shy. 

With dove-like mien, and ground exploring eye^r 

Modest as Mister Speaker at the Loans, 

When lowly he did Majesty beseech 
1* allow his humble Commons use of words; 

That i& to say, a liberty" of sf ccch ; 

Als#, 
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Afso to have at times a tcte-a-We^ 
Because a confab royal is a treat ; 
Indeed for auhjefts much too rich, 
As wise Ring James asserted of the itcli: 

Likewise to bivt? thtf priiilege .of TiCE, , 

Because a Bailiff is a meddling rogue, 
\^'ho5 with a hand of iron^ or a slick, 

Stoppeththe travels of our men of vogue! 
Barbarian adt, that vien- of worship frets ! 
Who think of loftier things than idle debts; 

Deep pond' ring ever on the Nation's good^, 
Not on great greasy butchers, taylor knaves, - ^ 

Mercers and clammy grocers-* compter slaves. 

Who, by their* stinking sweat, procure their foodv^ 

Tiradesmen! a set of vulgar swine; 
Crutches fgr Fortune in a deep decline : 
Lo! what a* tradesman's gpod for, and lo all-^ 
A wooden buttress for a. tott'ring wall ! 

With teafs have I beheld full inahy a 'Saumt 
Most bfiitally by BaiUffs dragg'd aloffg ; 

For turnpike, . furniture, or house's hire,, 

Ilorsc, wages, coach, or some such idle sdng t 

Now Squire's a title of much reputation—- 
Belongs to people of no — occupation ; 
Who.ctuiuot (in their looks we read, it^ . 
Get, fo^i- a mutton-chop/ a. little credit! 
Poor Ger.tlcmen I Jiow hard, alas ! 'their fate. 
To knuckle to such nuisances of Stately' 

Gentles^ to you, well pleas'd, I tjurn again^ 
Quitting my fav'r^te rambling strain ; 
Leaving bclov'd, admir'd, ador'd digression^ 
So pradtis'd by us men of ode-profc*$sion^ 
When we have scarcely aught to sitigor say,^, 
And sneaking Fa:ncy quits the lyric lajf. 

o \L * 1 do 



I do rememlier! What? — ^That thus my pen, 
Xiicentious, slander'd crown-and-sceptre men! 
^' Readers^ oac moment look me in the face; 
A Poet not quite destitute of grace; 
And ansM er one not bred in Flatt'ry's schools- 
Are you, or are you not, a set of fools? . 
Pinn ingiy o ^V<aFi h p u Gka k d Etj it^ s ;S I f ev t — 
Say, do you, in your consciences, believe, 
That M— s never can be weak nor mean ; 

And that a M 's vritV, yclept a ^ 

Alay not, (and wfiy not?) be a do\v.nnght slop, 
Form'd'olf the coarsest rags of Natuhiu's shop? 
I'read the answer in each visage — *' No?" 

Jesu! coif 'it -be? and.^'* it so? 
^^ Put down my book — 

Give it not one CGAtaminating {ook: 

1 stare ^n you With pky — nay, with pain— 
Kearsley i*hair toss your money back again : 
Get your<5TowftSshav'd,p<)or souls— I'wish you well; 
And hear me— 'Bedlam has a vacant cell." 



Such were the stanzas that I wrote of yore, 

\VhBn tainted by a King-deriding Clan : 
But now I curse those tenets o'er and o*er — 

A conrert quite— a sweet and alterM man: 
'. t . ' ' . 

The sacred force of Sov'reignty I feel — 
To Royalty's, stern port I Itfarn tio kne^l : 

For Royalties are deem'd most sacred tiiiogs*; 
So sacred by the Courtiers, that the DMe 
May be informed against, and proved a libel, . 

For saying— -^^ Put notcoaiidence ia KMig^!?^ ! • ' 

. ». •>!, ■ i ! -.. c " 
Though this indeed may -be in terpolafion^ > i ) ii.t 

As much as coin'd by Popish .pri^st^ %iidirtArst • -^ 
For, ahj how hard 'tis for ima^^aUiyi / . >^ .^ 

To fa'nci/ Monarchs hypocrites and liai^si 
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THE 

RIGHTS OF ♦KINGS. 

ODE TO THE ACADEMICIANS* 

AM I awake, or dreaming, O ye Godsl 
Alas ! in Kakiag^s fa?our lie the oddsl 
The dcvU it is ! ah me ! ^tis really $o.i 
How, Sir^! on Majesty *s proud cprpfi to tread I 
Messieurs Academicians, when jou'jrc dead^ 
Where xan your Impiideocies hope to go 2 

Refusea Monarch's mighty ••rdersl*- 

It smells of tr6as€ui--0B xdtwliion borders! 

''Sdeath, Sirs ! it was Hhe Qu£en's fond wish as vel^ 

That * Master Lmjwience should come in t 
Against a Queen «o gentle to rebel! 

This is another crying si|i! 

What — ^not oblige, in such a trifling thing, 
•So sweet » Queen, and such a goodly King 1 

JL Queen unused to opposition weather— 
At-disappc»intmeut so unused to stai t-« 
So full of dove-like g(^ntle&css her heart, 

As if the dove had lehtits softest. feather 
That jieart of gentleness to form, 
Unus'd (as I. have said) to ^)posltion-storm! 

* A young portnit-palnttf of tome mcriu 

O.let 
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K) let me just inform yoo, one and all, 

That Kings and Potentates, Iboth great and small, 

Born to be hamour'd, for obedience battle : 
Most instantaneous too must be compliance; 
Refusal is most damnable defiance ; 

Tliey struggle forH, like children for the rattle* 

But in our simile some difPrence lies— 
^'^e whip a bantling when it kicks and crieS| 

xFully determin'd'not to please it: 
But^ lo ! the children that possess a crown 
{Young iXerculeses) knock lis down, 

And, an^ry for the bauble, seize it. 

Esich of you, Sirs^ has' kept a cnr perchaunce : 

Poor wretch, how oft his eyes with lightnings dance; 

How he looks up to Master for a smile I 
Shakes his imploring head with Vriggling tail, 
Now V( hinittg yelps, now pawing to prevaili 

Eager with such anxiety the while ; 

And4f a pat should blpss the whining scraper^ 
Lord, liow the animal Jbegins to caper! 

Thus should it be with subjeds and great Kings-** 
But you are strangers to these humble things. " 

For shame ! upon the courtier's -creed go look— • 
And take a leaf from humble Uawksb'ay's book^ 
Or sweet neck-bending water-gruel Leeds, 
Who Majesty with pap of flatt'ry feeds ; 
Which pap, if highly reltsh^d, will of course, 
Rewarded, make him Mastek, of the liouse. 

Wliere was PttERo'aRATivE?-i-aiileepL! 
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep 

In this most solemn, most important hour! 
Why heard we not the thunder of his voice; 
Sa\f dgwn your gullets cranim'd the royal choice, 

So easy to.thQ iron arm of Power ? 
Vol. IL U ^Thy 
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Why slept his sledge the guardian of a crown^ 
So form'd to knock unruly rascals down ? 
Ah mc! Prerogative seems nearly dead! 
Behold bis totrpiag iiuibs and palsied head; 

Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes ; 
His Xeeth dropp'd out; and harkl his voice so weafc; 
A mouse behind the wainscot — eunuch speak! 

" Ah! non sum qualis eram^^' noYf he sighs. 
To ev'ry body's call, ah ! now so pliant I 
Sad skeleWn of once a sturdy giant! 

Poor bending shrivelPd form, but just alive, 

Art thou that bully once— Prerogative ? 

Where is the mien of Mars, the eye'« wild stare, 

A meteor darting horror with its glare? 

Ho^ like> Brandy-drinker, who on flame 
Feeds with a rosy beacon-face at first: 
But, \fy his fnaeray Intemp'rance curst, 

Yields to that vi^or of mankind with shame ; 
Pale, Gobbling, voiceless, crawling to decay, 
Just like a passing shadow, sinks away I 

Bedchamber Lords are all in ire— 

The Maids of Honour all on fire; 

Nay^ thongh despotically shav'd, the Cooks, - 

Blutf, on th' occasion, put on bull's-beef looks: 

And really this is very grand behaving, 

So T^h\j to forgive the famous shaving] 

See Madaan Sen WKLLENBERa most cat-like stare; 

And though no fa v' rite of the King, 
She cries, ^^ j% Got^ it shock and make nry hair 

Upright^M ds so dam dam saucy titisr,** 

Stanhope, perchance, will ilaep you in his arms; 
And Fruce's Ghost, with eloquence's charms. 

Will, from his tomb iifspringing, sound applause;. 
But know, I deem not so of Edmund Buhke : 
ile nobly styles the deed *' ad-mn'd day's work^" 

guferior be to cutting royal claws. 



MB HIGfiTS OF KYNOf. ^15 

MuN very justly thinks the human back 

Should be to Kings a sort of humble hack ; 

That e?'ry subject ought to wear "a sadille, 

O'er which tho^e great xough.ridcrs, Kings, may straddle* 



ODE IL 

THE fam^d Assembly of the French will smite 
At .this disgrace of our fair isle : 
Messieurs Fayette, the Great, and Co. 
With tears of joy will o? erllow, 
And-oi^er the Assembly of the Nation 
To 'send you sweet congratulation. 

What hast thou to covkplain of eack^ thou imi^? 
Compared to Kings, a grampus and a shrimp! 

Lo! when fr4>m Windsor mighty Kings arrive,.. 
Like London mack'rel, all alive I 
Terrenes of flatt'ry are prepared so hot 
By courtiers — a delicious pepper-pot ; 
Which^ to be sure, the royal maw devauis, 
Kings boasting very strong digestive pow'rs« 

A Pointer thus locked up a week. 
Half starv'd, and longing for a steak ; 
Behold him now turn'd loose so. wild to eat— 
Gods ! how he gobbles down the broth and meat? 
Yes, flatf ry-soups are all prepar'd so hot, 
As i have hinted, a tine pepper-pot : 

Side-dishes too, of curtsies, bows, and scrapes, 
With stare and wonder in all sorts of shapes ; 
Attentions darting from the fulUstretch'd eye. 
That not a royal fiance may pass imheeded by : 

U ^ Attentions 



%i6 TBX X16BT8 OK KIK6»». 

Attentions sharp as those of Lumpy, Small^ 
At cricket skill'd to^ catch the iiyiog ball ; 
Whilst you surTey (abominable thing!) 
With cold, cpntempt the character of King.! 

Think by what royal bounty you are blest i 
Think of the patronage to. Painters all I 

Not a poor shallow rill confm'd to West^ 
But torrents that like Niagara fall ; 

' Tes ; Georgs is generous— watches all yonr wants-«-» 
And pours his fost'ring rains upon his plants- 
Then, .meeting such a friend, ye ought to cry, 
*^ Glory be to Gsonos on high !" 

Thus, when twa ciouds approach, a wand'ring psfir^ 
As oft it happen^, 'mid their walks in air; 
Though one be rich, the other poor. 

In raco- electric matter, how they greet! 

With what delight they seem to meet ; 
And, pieait'd, with all the fire of friendship roar ! 

Geouge, O ye ragamuffins, Fores yon dearly t 
Sends you rare pi^ures for improvement yearly ; 

Buys up your works, and much commission giver 
To Hist'ry, Portrait, Landscape-men— 
Careful as of a chicken a good hen : ^ 

Thus like an Alderman each Limner lives. 

Yes; a good hen— I see her wing display 'd, 
To warm, protect you with parental shade : 

But you, a. flock of vile rebellious chicken^ 
Are all for mounting on your mother's back, 
With threarning beak and noisy saucy clack. 

Her eyes oilt trying to be picking ; 



Against her blasphemously swearing ; 
This is unditi6il beyond all bearing.^ 
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Where'er the plttintire icry of Wawt appeftrs^ 

Cock*)], like a greyhooDd's, are the King's two ears: 

Ready for sech poor wtgbts to bake and brew I 

A circumstance beliey'd by yery few ! 

Thns, to Philosopht's surprise, 

A pin can lead the lightning of the skies! 



ODE III. 

BEH0IJ>9 his Majesty is in a passion \ 
Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble all the nation ! 
Suppose he takes it in his royal head 
To strike your Academic Idol dead; 
Knock down your House, dissolve you in his ire^ 
And strip you of your boasted title — ^'Squire! 

To bend a piece. of iron to your will, 

You always make that iron hot; 
For then it asks but little force and skili-— » 

Its sturdlness is quite forgot : 

But, lo! it is quite otherwise with mant 
Make Jam red-hot, attd beod him as you cartr 
So widely dHPreni arc the ract*\ls, 
Composing man, or kings indeed, and kettles I 

Oft has he left his Queen and Windsor tow'rs, 

Oft from the fascinating Dairy flown. 
To raise the Arts with all his mighty pow'rs. 

And hold high converse with the folks of TowK? 

From lofty Cajithare thus, by Jote'^ decree^ • 

On nobler works than those of love^ intent^ 
-/^NEAs from the widow Dido went^ 

And; full of piety^ put oif to seal . . 

*• '. ' ' ■ U 3 " ^ . 'Vaiii 
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VaiQ of your academic honours, rain^ 

I. say again, 
Idly yoi* deem'd ^ourselYcs the first of men ;: 

And then, 
You spurnM the hand which raisM you into notice- 
By all the Gods, unfortunately, so 'tis I 

Full oft, by Fortune, man is play'd a trick;. 

Too often ruin'd by her glitt'ring toys. 
Just like the candle's luckless wick 

Surrounded by the lustre that destroys^ 



ODE ly.. 



RESISTANCE turns me, like a napkin, pale j: 
Rebellion chills me into. stone ; 
«^ Tell not in Gath the tale, 
. <^ Nor publish Ift the s.trect8 ol Ascalon.'^ 

4?opy the manners of a Court: 
There (thanks to Education for'tX 

Submission caw 'ring, creeps,^, with fearful eye^ 
Unceasing bends the willowy neck to ground^ 
In rev'rcuice abje6i and profund. 

Too humbly modest to behold the sky : 

There, all aHve too, Hawk Attention sits, 
To study "Boyal UumouQi's various fits; 

A^ith wings expanded, ready to fly post. 
To East, to West, to North, Jor South, 
To cater for a Monarch's migtity mouth, % 

To get him bak'd, or grilled, or boiled,^ or roast i-. 

Kow scampers to pick, up each, bit of news,^ 
lYkich luUrfed liOndon ev'ry moment sp—s : 
... The^ 
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Then to the' Palace the rich (;reasare bears. 
And pouES the ^hole into the rojal ears. 

There Adulation, with her silver tongue, 
Sweeter than Philomela's sweetest song, 

Says nnto Majesty such things ! 
Tells him that C^sar won not half his famc^ 
That Alexander was a childish name, 

Compared to his — the King of Kings ! 

Now smiling, staving huge surprise,. 

With snch a brace of wonder-looking eyes. 

On all the words from Majesty that dart; 
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pallet, 
Flow'd from the* King'fr Golcouda gullet, 

Enough, indeed, to load a cart : 
Her mouth so plcas'd the treasures to derour I 
Wide as the port-hole of a Seventy-four ^ 

Such is the picture of a Palace scene. 
Drawn by an amateur^ I ween ^ 
The outline chaste, and easy flowing ; 
The colouring not a whit too glowing. 
Such, such is Adulation, charming mi|id f 
Whose conduit you woft't copy, Tmafraid^ 



ODE v.. 



AT opposition, lo! the soul, dcipurs; 
At such the royal mind revolts ; 
Hates it as much as stick the cats and curs, 
Or curbs, and whips, and spurs, high-mctacd colU. 

Too 
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Too well I know that you the great despise; 
Molehills, instead of mountains, in joar eyes : 

'Tis wrong ! 
I often rev'retice Grandeur in my song. 

Go, Sirs, to Court, upon a gala day : 

Soon as the soldiers cry aFond, '^ Make way!** 

How gloriously the Courtiers strut it by,^ 
In gorgeous clothes of silk and gold, 
With such an elevated front, and bold. 

With such state-consequence in either eye;. 

So much above the ground on which they strut, 
So stirl, so state-like, all the pompous pack^ 

As though Dame Nature had forgot to put 
The joints of manners to the neck and back.. 

O glorious sight 1 this no one dares deny : 

And, lo! J'd lay considerable odds, 
That man whp ne'er divinities did spy, 

Would really take thqm for a pack of gods I 

Grant that tho Great are ignorant — ^what then ? 
Still arc they folks of worship— still grettt men ; 
Tliough flogg'd through schools, and banish'd fr om*^ & 
college, -» 
Although not one inch broad their minds, I ween > 
Tlie utmost boundary of all their knowledge, 
V The. Garae-a^a and Jojhn Nichols' Magazine.. 

Still racn of worship must they all appear, 
BRINGS we little people should revere! 

'Tis nat'ral to revere thcfoik on high ; 
To rev'r,ence, lo ! our infancies are led I 

Well do I recollect how oft my eye 
Ador'd the Kings and Queens of Gingerbread^:^ 

King David, Solomon, and that brave Queen* 
Viho rode so fai: to see, and to be seen: 

• Her Majesty of Sheb«. 

Though 
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TiLaag^hhungrj as a hoand, witb pence in store, 
When in their glory on the stalls I meet 'em ; 

Though longing to devour them o'er and o'er, 
I deem'd it tacrilegc to eat 'em I 



ODE VL 

THE light of Reason is a little ray. 
But still it shows ns the right way s 
Indeed, the Gentlxwoman makes no blaze^ 
No bo^nfire tempting a fool's eye to gaze— 
A modest dame, remote, and calm, and coy. 
And never playeth gsvmbols, to destroy. 

Bat Error, what a meretricious jade, 
Amidst her trackless wilds immers'd in shade^ 

To tempt the silly and unwary I 
Her meteor, lo ! she lights here, there, 
Vpj dowp^ she dances it — now £ar, now near^ 

In i^ad and riotous ragary. 

On the fools wander, in pursuit so stout, 

And love of this same garish light ; 
AH on a sudden goes this meteor out ; 

And caught, like badgers, in the sack of night, 
Blund'ring, and trying to get back agen, 

They roll about in vain, poor men. 

Thus your Academicians all proceed ! 
You are those Badgers, Gentlemen, indeed ! . 
There seems an ardent spirit, to my mind, 
A Revolution spirit, 'mongst mankind : 
A spark will^ now set Kingdoms in a blaze, 
That would not fire a bam in fonnor days ; 
So lately turn'd to touchwood is each state-— 
So whimsical, indeed,, the ways oIFa'^eI 



Pray, 
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Pray, Sirs, both old and young, ye bright and irndd^y 
Did ever you make cuckoJdom your study ? 
P'rhaps no/, iS rightJy I divine- 
But, Gentlemen, I've made it m6ie. 

This state of man, and let me add obscenity^ 
Is not a situation of betzcecnit^^ 

As some word coiners arc disposed to calPt?-* 
Meaning a mawkish, as4U'W€reMh state^ 
Containing neithe/ Jove ROf hate«— 

A sort of wiktejr gruel wklioitt salt* 

Enow then, that Cucroldom's all eye, allear. 
All smelly all taste, and, fiiitb ! aH feeling ; 

His senses sharp as those of cats appear, 

To right, to left— as quick as soldier'a wheeling. 

To catch a wife's bad fame, alas ! not praise ! 

Thus setting traps to squeeze his future days ; 

Watering with one eternal tear the eye, 
And makiAg lovely Life one lengthened sigh : 
A pair of antlers his—he sits oa thorns-— 
lie nothing sees4)ut horns, horjas, horns t ' 

Nay, to the Cuckold in idea, lof 

On either side his head a hern appears 
TremQhdoBs ! but which all his neighbours know 

Are only one huge pair of a8s'» ears. 

Then pray dismiss your jealousies and frights; 

Our M h means not to inrade your rights : 

It never, never was a Royal plan— 
^' For Brutus is an honourable man l'^ 
Greater from Chambers should be all yaw fearSy 
Whose Iious£ is tumbling fast about your 



ODE 
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ODE VIL 



THE King ((Jod^race him) wishes you to shine"; 
He raised the building with t/oUr cash and mine* 
But what is wealth? what, thousands ? trilling things 1 
To swell the mighty ▼olume of its fame, 
He calPd it Royal— thus he gaioe the name ; 
Whjch proveth the munificence of Kings— 
HeaY'Hs, what a present ! ah, well m orfh possessing! 
Lo, on aievei with a Bi&hop'^ blessing ! 

DoMiTiAN (so says Hist'ry, with a sigh) 
^Vould quit affairs of state, to hunt a fly : 
But we have no sueh ttific-hunting Kings— 
JEurope knows no such-miserable /Ai;?^^/ 
Her Princes'gan'>ponalarget scale ; 
1^0 flippant minnow, but the flound'ring whale ! 

<^EOROc wishes not to give the dome a grave ; 
Not to destroy, he cometh — but to save : 
Not like Dame Nature, who composes forms 

The fairest for the fascinated eye ; 
Then sends her lightnings, floods, and storms^ 

To bid the beauteous flow rets die ! 

"When once a woman's handsome, smart, and clever^ 
In Gods name let her bloom for ever! 
Ah! could 1 snatch Time's ploughshare from his hand, 
Who, with that ease a farmer skirts his land. 
Furrows so cruelly o'er the faire&t face i 

Relentless as a Mohawk, on he goes. 

Cuts up' the lily arid the rose. 
Roots up each wavy curl, and bends the neck of grace— 

Ah ! could I -simply do but this, 

The sweetest lips would give me many a kiss. 
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By raising, then destroying, Jike a Turlc, 
It seems as though Time did not like his work ; 
As though he wanted something better still, 
l;'han e'er was manufacture at his mill. 

And yet tow exquisite, of charms the crop 
In Mcsdames *. Johnson's, * Kelly's, * WixdsoA'* 
shop, 

Or rather hot-house I — Lord, if fond of billing, 
What grace, for guineas we may find ! 
Nay, in the streets, 'if cheapness suits our mind ! 

"yfe purchase Cleopatras for a shilling! 

O Beauty, how thou stealest me away ! 

Born, thou sweet Witch, thy Poet to beguile^ 
Thy fool, idolater, by night, by day, 

lie feels a claim in ev'ry smile, 
Thou Tyrant of my heart, let go my pen-*- 
i must) »«// speak to Academic men. 

£irs ! shoidd*the Royal Eagle, from his height, 
Dart on your puny forms, his eye of jdame, 

And wanton, just to cxcrciiie his might, 
(Deeming you no ignoble game) 

Should pounce on your owl backs, so stout, 

How would a cloud of feathers fly about! 

The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe. 

What figures you would cut within his gripe ! 

This jcan the King of Isles perform — I know it : 
Yet, though of pow'r so full, he will not show it. 
Too soon your band its weakness would deplore! 
A crab in a cow's mouth-»no more ! 

Say, don't ye tremble at th' affronted name 2-' 
Where lurks the burning blush of shame? 
Alas! that symptom of remaining grace 
KnoM'S not to tinge an Academic face ! 



* The Priesicsscijf the Cyprian Goddess. 



Sons 
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Sons of the Dey'l ]ik« yoo, rebellious, hear«» 
It is for Kings to bwrden-^mus to bear. * 

I own Pve said (and glory in the adyice)} 

^^ Be not, O king, as usual, over nice: 

^' Dread Sire, (to take a phrase from Caubajt) 

" Bite 'em" — 
^^ To pour a heavier rengeance on the clan, 

<' Knight 'em." 



ODE IX 

THE modern French deem Monarchs much like firp^ 
Which a good looking-after doth require- 
Too much inclin'd to, prove an evil ; 
A fire that needeth to be wcH-securM, 
Well iron'd, pinion'd, and immur'd, . . 

Which otherwise would play th« devil : 
Yet if on politics a bard may prate, 
' I deem their Monarch's jacket rather strait, 
Mesdames Poissardes, Hwas shockingly ilUbred, 
To fling your flounders at your Monarch's head. 
Though, VENus-like, descended from the flood, 
.'Twas base, ye sweet Divinities of Mud. 
To this great truth, a Universe agrees, 
*' He zchoUes down with dogs^ will rise with Jkas.^* 

How applicable ! lo, you took advice, '\ 

I'm sure, from that Arch-Devil, Doctor Price, 
And Stanhope— -wha so praise the French and clap, 
For catching .Kings, like poie-cats, in a trap. 

Oh, may I never he — ^but were I King, 

Like ropes should 1 consider laws ; 
Preventing, when I wish'd it, a good spring— 

Ha&d-cufls to bind my lion claws. 

^VoL. II. X' A set 
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A set of articles implies mistrust-^ -^' 

How can the Load's anointed be uojust? 

We never should believe such things 

As doubt the wisdom of the iiiNo op Kings ; 

What the Lord chooses must be good, 

Although he send us but a piece of wood. 

Ev'n* Chesterfield, that atheistic dog, 

Declares he has a rev'rence for King Log. 

^ Wh«n will that lucky day be bom that bring* 
*« A bridle for the arrogance-of Kings? ' 

" Too slowly moves, alas ! the loit'ring hour. 
" When will those typants cease to fancy Man 
*' A Dog in Providence's lev'llihg plan, 
. ^' To crouch and lick the blood-stain'd jod& 4rf 
^^ ' ." Pow'R?'* 
^uch is your most Unkindly cry; 
And lo, I tell it with a sigh 1 

Rank is in man the itch of opposition, 
Which wantcth a good whip for a physician. 

You keep bad company that turns your head-— 
•So hungrily you ev'ry thing devour, 
That* tends to clip the wings of royal pow'r, 

Which like the eagle's pinion ought to spread; 
So greedily' suck in Rebellion's breath. 
That wafts the seeds of Impudence and Death. 

Thus, Tiound-like, at a tordi.Mayofs feast, 
"A Common-councilman, a beast, 
On ev'ry seasoned dish so hungry stuffs— 
UnbUittoris, wij)es the s>yeat away, and puffs.— 

{Poor fooll he 'swallows rheumatism and gout, 

Asthma and apoplexy — and more ills ^ 
Than Doctors, ivith their knowledges «o stout, 

Can van^juish with their bohjises and pills ! 

'• " I confess 1 have some regard for Xwo Loc." P^idehis Letters. 

3ut, 
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. But, Sirs, you mast be cauiious how you a^ ; 
Attorneif'General is no reasohing thio^t t 

*Tis an indubitable fa6t, 
This fellow is the^creature of -n King ; 
His eagle— thunder-bearer— loud his cry— . 

And *' Instant vengeance" is hU sole reply. 
*Ti8 dangerous to shake hands >«ith such hard dawi^ 
His gripe enough to make the brarest pause ! 

Then be not at yovr midnight orgies seeir^ 
Buzzing opiniotis upon King and Queen. 
Ah ! should he sally forth so strong, 
Amidst your wantonness of speech and song ; 
Unlin'd by mercy, you will feel his gripe, 
Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 
Thus, at the solemn, stilt, and suuJess hour, 
IVhen to. their sports the insert nations pour : 

In airy-tumult bless'd, the light-wing'd throuj^^ 

Thoughtless of enemies in ambuscade, 
Hums to NiGHT'a list'ning ear the choral song, 

Aitd wantons through the boundless fields of sliade; 
Wheny lo ! the mouse-fac*d Demote of the gloom, 
Espying^ hungry meditates their doom I 

Bounce, from his hole so secret bursts the Bat^ 
To honour, mercy, moderation, lost ! 
Behold him sally on the humming host, 

And murd'rous overturn the tribes of Gnat ; 

Nimbly from right to left, like Tifpoo, wheel^ 

And snap ten thousand prisoners at a meal I 
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ODE X. 

HOW pleasant 'tis the Courtier clan fo seel 
So prompt to drop to Majesty the knee ;: 
To'starf, to run^ to leap, tb fly ; 
And gambbl in the Royal eye ! 
And, if expectant of. some hifh employ, 
How kicks the heart against the ribs^ for jdy t 

How rich the incense to the Royal nose f 

How liquidly the oil of Fiatt'ay flows ! 

Bttt'shonld the Monarch turn from sweet to sdur^- 

"Which cometh oft' to pass in half an hour^ 

How altered instantly the Courtier clair! 

How faint ! hiow pale ! how ^oe-l&egone, yand wan f 

Thus CojiTDON, betroth'd io Delia's charms, 
In fancy holds her ever in his arms : 

In mad'ning fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours;. 
Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen flow 
In rich luxuriance o'er a breast of guow, 

And on that breast the soul of rapture pours. ' 

Night too entrances — Slumber brings the dream- 
Gives to his lips his Idol's sweetest kiss ; 

Bids the wild heart, high panting, swell its stream,. 
And deluge every nerve with bliss ; 

But if hfS Nymfm unfortunately frowns, 

Sad, chapfall'n, lo I he hangs- himself, or dtowns \ 

Oh, try with bliss his moments to beguile : 
Strive not to make your Sovereign frown — ^but Smile : 
Sublime are Royal nods— most precious things I— 
Then, to be xzhistled to by Kings ! 

To have him lean familiar on one's shoulder, 
Becoming thus the royal arm--uphoXder, 

A heart 
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A heart of very stone must glad ! 
Oh r vould some King so far himself demean^ 
As on mtf shoulder but for once to lean, 

Th' excess of joy would nearly make me madt 
How on the honour'd garment 1 should dote^ 
And think a glory bj^z'd around the coat I 

Blest, I should make this coat my coat of arms, 
In fancy glit'ring with a thousand pharms : 

And show my children's children o'er and o'er r 
*^ flere,' Babies,'^ I should say, " with awe behold 
^ This coat — worth fifty times its weight in gold : 

" This very, very coat, /your graadsire wore! 

*^ Here,'* pointing to the shoulder, I should say, 
" Here Majesty's oisn hand so sacred lay :" 

Then p'rhaps repeat some speech the King might utter ; 
Ab — '' Peter, how go the sheep a score ? what ? what ? 
^< What's cheapest meat to make a bullock fat ? . 

'* Hae ? h« ? what, what's the price of countrybutter ?" 

Then should I, strutting, give myself an air, 
And deem my house adorn'd with immortality : 

Thus should I make my children, calf-like, stare, 
And fancy grandfather a man of quality : 

And yet, not stopping here, with cheerful note. 

The Muse should sing, an ode upoa the coat. 

Poor lost Amei^ica, high honours missing. 
Knows nought of smile and nod, and sweet hand-kissitTg j, 
Knows nought of golden* promises of Kings ; 
Knows nought of coronets, and stars, and strings : 

In solitude the lovely Rgbgl sighs t 
But vainly drops the penitential tear — 

Deaf as the adder to the'Womau!s criesy 
We suffer not her wail to wound our ear : 
For food, we bid her hopeless children prowl,^ 
And with the s^^ago of the desert howi» 

X ^ ODE 
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ODE XT. 

^< Ti^ AN* may be happy, if hewitl:*'* 

IVl I*^e said it often, and I think so stilVt 
Doctrines' to make the mij.liqn stare ', 

Know then, eaeh m outai^ is an actual Joye ; 

Can brew what weather he shall mjos^t approve,. 
Or wind, or calm, or foul, or fair. 

But here's the mischief— Man's an ass, I say ; 

Too fond of thunder, lightning, storm, and rain;: 
He hides the charming, cheerful ray 

That spreads a smile o'er hill and pTain ! 
Dark, he must >coxitt the scull,, and spade, andshroud*— 
The mistress of lus soul must be a Cloud! 

Who told him that he must be curs'd on earth l-^ 

The Gq0 ^ ^ATVEE?— Na such thing ! 
Heay'n whisper^ him, the moment of his birth,, 

" Don't cry, ray lad, but dance and siitg ;. 
^^ Don't be too wise, and be an ape : 
< In colours let thy soul be dresiM, not crape. 



<< Roses shall smooth Life's jpaniey, and adorn ;: 
^' Yet^ mind me — ^if, through want of grace, 
^' Thou mean's t to fling the blessing in my face^ 

<< Thou hast full leave to tread upon a thorn.'* 

Yet some there are, of nen I think the wor^t, 
Poor imps ! unhappy, if they can't be curs'd«<« 

For ever brooding over Misery's eggs, 
As though Life's pleasure were a deadly sin ;. 
Mousing for ever for a gin 

To catch their happinesses by the legs. 

Ev'n at dinner) some wi^l be ujibless'd 
However good the viasid9« and well dregs'd t 

) They 
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They always come to table with a scowl, 
Squiiit with a face of v«rjuice o'er each dish, 
FauJt thei)oor flesh, and quarrel with the fish, 

Corse cook aad wile, and loathing eat and growL 

A cart4oad, lo ! their stomachs steal, 
Yet s^ear they ca»iiot oMke a meal. 

I like not the bl4ie.deTiUhun4itig.crew ! 
I hate to drop- the discontented jaw t 

O let me Naturb's simfiie smile pursue^ 
And pick ei 'n pleasure from a straw I 



ODE XIL 

TREAT $Q¥'fiBiQN6, Sirs, with more respect, I beg ; 
To thrones, with due decorum^ make a leg ; 
£v'n ih»se are sacred, though but empty chairs : 
There lurks in thrones a something^ though butwood^ 
That thrills with awetherulgar mass of blood. 
And iilis the mouth and c} c with gapes and stares : 

Wishing hy no means to affront, 
I wonder what's the meaning on'tl 

Louis Quatorze was quite the Frenchman's God; 
Who made all nations tremble at his nod ; 

Married Scarron's old widow^ dry and frousy ;. 
Got deep in debt, the constable outran ; 
And, to complete the farce, this God-like Man 
JDted — lou^i^ */ 

The Crown, so powerful, made him ev'ry thing ! 

There's «onletbing marv'lous in it, I must own I 

For folly is not folly oa a throne ; 
For whiting's eyes are diamonds to a King ! 



* He actii^ly had t\i€.Morkus Peiiculosusi 



I dare 
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I dare not say that no ex ceptioit springs 
Against this mighty magic pow'r of Kings: 
Not all a Monarch's smiles, and pow'r of Placbj, 
Cap. wipe vulgarity from Buudenbll's face ; 
Nor, though a whole eternity they try, 
Blot art, infernal art, from H— «s]r — ry's eye ; 
Blot beast from ^-lasB— y, who no legend needs^ 
Pertnesa from JDticj^ aad vacancy from Leeds* 
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ODE XIII. 

O ! Majesty admireth yon fair ♦ Dome ; 

I And deemeth that he is admir'd again t 
The King is wedded to it — 'tis his hotne ; 
: He watches it, and loves it,^e'ea to pain : 
And yet this lofty Dame is heard to say, 
*' Poh! poh!" p-x take your love— away ! away!?^ 

To this, with energy, I answer— ^^ Shame L" 
S^ch bad behaviour puts me in a flanfe: 
This is unseemly, nay. Ungrateful carriage, 
And brings to mind a little Ode on Mar&iaoe.. 

ODRTO HYMENi, 

ORj THE 

HECTIC. 

GOD of ten million charming things,' 
Ctf whom our Milton so divinely sings,- 

Once dove-tail'd to a devil of a wife— 
Hymen, how comes it that 1 am. so slighted? 
Why with tjiy myst'ries am I not delighted, 

Which I have try 'd to peep on half my lif€? 

* The Royal ActdemyM^ 

Go2 
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God of the down-clad chains, dispell the mist-^ 
Oh, put me speedily upon thy li&t ! 
A civil list, like that of Kings, I'm. told, 
Bringing in swelling' bags of glorious gold I 

What have I doue to lose thy good opinion ? 

Against th^e was I ever known to rail ; 
And say (abusing thus thy sweet dominion) , 

<^ Curse me I if this boy's trap shall catch my tail t 
No ! no ! I praise thy knot with bellowing breathy 
Whfch) like Jack Ketch's, seldom slips tiU death. 

Lo ! 'midst the bolIow-sonndiHg voice of Nighty ^ 
Deep coughing by. the taper's lonely light, 

The hopeless Hectic rolls his eye-balls, sighing ; 
*' Sleep on,"he cries, and drops the tend'rest tear; 
Then kisses his wife's cherub cheek so dear : 

*' Blest be. thy slumber^, love? though I am dying: 
^< Ah ! whilst thou sleepest with the sweetest brie^th^ 
** / pump, for life, the putrid well of death ! 
<* /feel of Fate's hard hand th' oppressive pow'r; 
*^ / count the iron tongue of ev'ry hour, 
** That seems in Fancy's startled ear to say— 
<^ Soon must thoa wander from thy life away." 

*' Dread sound ! too solemn for the soul to bear, 

** Murm'ring deep melancholy on my ear : 

<^ And sullen— ling' ring J as if loth to part, 

*' And ease the terrors of ray fainting heart. 

^^ Yet, though /pant for life, sleep ihouy my dove, 

^' For well thy constancy deserves my love." 

And, lo ! all young and beauteous, by his side, 
His soft, fresh-blooming, incense-breathing Bride, 
Whose cheek the dreams of rapt'rous kisses wairms, 
- Anticipates her Spouse's wish so good ; 
Feels Love's wild ardours tingling through-her blood, 

And pants amidst a second husband's arms ; 
Now opes her eyes, and^ turning round her head, 
*> Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead I" 

ODE 
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OI>E XIV. 

YE quarreird with Sir Joshua some .time since p- 
Of Painters, easily allow'd the l^rince-^ 
The Eitip^roTy let me say^ without a flattery t 
Y^ wantonly against the Emp'ror, lo I 
An orerflqwing tub of bile to showj^ 
Ye foolish planted an infernal battery.. 

The mind of man is yastly like a hiye ; 
His thoiights so busy ever— all alive : 

Bx^i here the simile will go no further f 
For bees are making honey, one and all ; 
Mah's thoughts are busy in producing gall^ 

Committing, as it were^ self-murther* 

Btet let the spirit that surrounds my frame 
Sit easy on it, just like an old shoe — 

When Disappointment sets my house in flame^ 
Let Reason all she can to quench it do : 

Aeason has engines plentiful and stout, 

With water at command to put it out. 

I hat6 to hear men quarrelling through life, 
Themselves the fabricators of the strife ; 
For ever hunting, with a hound-like nose^ 
That hornet's nest, the tribe of woes : ^ 
And when the woes invited greet 'em,> 
They wonder how the dev'l they meet 'canu 



omi 



TBM «16HT8 OF KINOS. :2d# 



A HI could ye wish yonr *PiiESinEyT to cliangel 
Ah ! could ye,. Pagans, after false Gods range? 
Svt^op solid Reynolds for that sluidozo West ? 
Aa love-affairs variety's no sin-— 
Travelers may change at any time>their inn- 
Here 'tis raint-blasphemy, I do protest. 

In LoTX's -warm regions, I should like, 1 own, 
''Midst dififrent climes to fix my throne : 

David's Physicians order'd change of + Dame— * 
And, lo i t' improve our cows, we bid 'em pass 
Into variety of grass— 

With bullsy I guess th' advantage is the same. 

And as I Monsieur Cupidon employ, 
To manufacture pieces of my joy, 

I would not mad run counter to the fashion : 
A little Sylvia, with the sweetest smile, 
Possesses power ;some moments to beguile. 

And iH £lysium lap the prettiest passion. 

But not toitjours perdrix — the vulgar thing ! 

Then Pltasure soon would spread her wanton wing j . 

JNo ! no !#Variet,y the game must start^ 

-Come oft, and makeier curt'sy to my heart ; 

And, like the Orange Girls, my taste to suit, 

Cry,-^ Choice of fruit — fine fruit, Sir — choice of fruit.'* 

♦ The Author has some reason to imagine that a part of the Acade* 
mk: Rebellion .was meant to attack the President ; the disappearance of 
whose works, in the present Exhibition, has been fatal. One Pi&ure 
^rom Sir Joshua's hand would have atoned for host of Daubs. 

4 Abisbag, the fair Shuaamite« 

Dull 
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Dull Constancy is quite a Quaker's hat, 
So formal ! — changeless ia its great broad brim : 

Variety's a fine young playful Qat— 
A hopeful imp of spiHt, spdrt^ and whim; 

Who^ when all other objects fail^ 
Huus after its own tail. 



ODE X?L 

DEAD is idolatry, and faint the praise 
That Sceptr'd People meet with now-a-days! 
All unmolested, lo ! the Virtues sleep!' 
Their roof witli fair applause but rarely rings ; 

Sweet Panegyric moves with snail-like creep, 
And Defamation on the lightning's wings ! 

Too pleas'd to pluck 4he soaring plume of Pow'R> 
Yet bless an Opposition hour ; 

Too I'ond, alas ! of roasting harmless Kings } 
Too well I know what freedoms you would take— 
£eat the dear Creatures jnst like bears at stake ; 

Just like a poor tame Gull's, wouM clip his wings f 

Poor bird !, whom Fate oft cruelly assails ;. 

, Forc'd from his bold aerial height, 
iS'weeping the sun amidst his flight, 
To hop a garden, and hunt snails ! 

Such is the fate of Louis Seize, 
Whom Pity, with a sigh, surveys ; 

Whom Frenchmen daringly have laid a curb on ; 
Who now no more fttU ro^fiiUy indites, 
Wo more " Sicvolv*' to his -kingdom writer, 

But, ^' I'm your humble servant, Louis Bourbon." 

Leitrts^dcCachetj now no longer known, 
jjh^U lull no more an Empire's idle groan : 

Bastilles^ 
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Bastilles y those ^dhools of peace and sweet mQndit)r> 
Instruct no more the mob^ and men of qualitj : 

Bastilles, the haunt of philosophic gloom, 
Surround the Imps -of Liberty no more : 
In dust each iron and colossal door , 

^Vhich clos'd in thunder on a Rebel's room; 

That pealing, with reverberated sound, 
Rung through the ca?erns of the dread Profound f 
Where Mxoitation ponder'd, pensiTC maid ! 
And Horror, death-like, paus'd upon the shade. 

Oh, let us cherish, then, the Ro^al Race, 
The fount of honour, freedom, pension, place! 
On mc would Kings their treasure fling awaj, 
Most humbly grateful would I say, 

^^ Thus Lybia's Forests a kind shade supply^ 
^' And for the meanest savage form a den ; 

^^ And thus the mountains that invade the sky, 
^' Kind, in their shaggy bosoms warm the Wren,** 



ODE XVII. 

AMID the deep'uing glopm of Time 
Your puny n^mes shall scarce appear; 
Vthile those of Kiugs, in- chg rapiers sublime, 

Shall, blazing, bid a world revere : 
Their peerless a6is, with ev'ry virtuous quality, 
'Shall grace theriRAMiD of Immortality. 

There shall their glorious names be seen so bright, 
As on a Birth or Coronation night, 

Amidst the evening's honoured shade, 
Fast by the grocer's, or the chandler's shop. 
Or face, or piuman, or the man of mop, 

By loyal thumb.bottles display 'd! 
Vol. IL ' Y That, 
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That, (|urning With aj riy^l gloir,. 
Beam on the gaping nmltitade below. 

Know, when Mfe slumber, not so sleeps the Eingt 
He watches !— yes, he ponders through the night! 

To buried Genius lends a fiuicied wing, . 
And lifts him from his darkness into light: 

Thns, nightly on the *Mbva.giz2y shore, 

When Horror breathes upon the heaving Deep^ 

Amid the wild and solemn roar, 
These eyes have seen the crafty Heron creep, 

Now da^t his beak so stiarp for fish's biood, 

And snatch a wriggling conger from tlie flood. 

Here diffefeth this comparison of bur's: 
The King jfreserveth-^hut the Fowl devours* 



ODE xvm. 

Go, Sirs, with halters round your wret<;hed necks. 
Which some contrition for your crime be^eaks^ 
And much-offended Majesty implore ; 
Say, piteous, 'kneeling in the Royal view— • 
-*' JIave pity on a sad abiandon'd crew, 

■'^ And we, great King, will sin no more:: 
^' Forgi>:e, dread Sir, the crying sin, 
" And iM^V^erliAUAENCE shall come in." 

Your hemp cravats, your pray'r, your Tyburn mien^ 
May pardon gain from our good King and' Queen, 

For they are not inexorable people ; 
Although you thi^s have run their patience hard; 
.And though you are, to such^great folks compar'd, 

jUandle-extinguishers to some high steeple. 

♦ A Fishing-town, in (.Cornwall. 

For 
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For Rings (I speak it to their Tast applause) 
Can pardon, if you let them gain their cause! 
So gracious, they will give you such kind looks^ 
As fell upon the shav'd and humbled Cooks ; 
Kind as a gardener's charitable eye 
On some crush'd sn;ul, or birdriimM fly; 
Kind as the epicure's, who, fond of mites, 
JVIingleth compassion with, his bites. ' 

How Tile to make the front of Monarch's low'r L 
I see him, all like vinegar so sour, 

Look black !-— but, stiil good-humour'i^ in his soul'^ 
And now I mark it, stealing forth so sweet— ^ 
Stream of forgiveness— what a treat! 

I see his eye, with loTie rekindling, roll. 

Thus, when the Demon of the storm has driv'tt- 
The Sun, thai' Youth of splendor,' from his heay'n^ 

Drown'd ev'ry vale, and blasted ev^ry bloomy ' 
Cast o'er poor Nature's smile a sable shroud, ' 
£ach beauty blotted with his inkiest cloud. 

And gtv'n a cheerful world togroom; 

Lo! througlf the giant shade, a lonely ray 
Peeps from the op'ning West with timid air^ 

(Till forc'd by shouldering, clouds away) 
Informing man, <* To-morrow will be fair.** 

Oh, had you rev'renc'd a great King's commandsy 
What trouble he had taken off your hands! 
For Art you had not rang'd the realm ardundl 
His keener eye the precious gem had found ! 
Then, what an honour to have seen appointed, 
Your very Nightman, by the Lord's Ai^oiNTHot 



Y2 ODE 
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ODE XiX. 

AJUTTLE more, and I have done*— 
The Muse's tittle-tattle must go on. 

The world is Terj fond of calling ^* Fool :'* 
it looks with rapture on a simple head, 
Of pncrilities the rich hot-bed, 

So pleasing to^the taste of Ridicule: 
Rare crops I that, thick'nihg into life. 
Start, like asparagus, to tempt the knife* 

And, should the head belong io some great Dukb^ 
IIawke-Satire eyes it with its keenest look: 
StiN, should the Owner hap to be a KrNc, 
Sharp fbr her quarry, how she pranes her wing! 
Such is the proneness to assail great folk^ 
And make h^h-birth and state a standing joke» 

Oh, for an ointment to destroy the scab 
, Cali'd Envy, which, alas! too many know! 
The heart shojuld be a medlar, not a crab; 

Milk, and not verjuice, from its fount should flow r 
But GiiEAtNESs, sun^like, from the muddy stream 
Draws the foul vapour that obscures its bjam! 

Indeed, the People are a lawless crew ; 

Why strive I then. Quixotic, to reform? 
As soon a feather may the waves subdue. 

And spiders bind the pinions of the storm* 
Vet, 'tis not strange, that A7fi^^ should lose repute, 
Consid'ring man's so naVtally a brute. 

Ev'n Saints them^eivcs have lost their reputation: 
Rome formerly had thirty thousand gods ; 
And now, I warmnt ye, *tis odds. 

They own scarce one through all the Romish natron* 

Alas! 
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Alas ! who now belieres in sticks and stones. 

Old rags, and hair, and nails, and iharro;ve-bone8 ? 

Saixt Agnes, that sweet lady, void of sin, 
Was stripp'd, poor gentlewoman, to her 'skin^ 

. And, for religion, carried\to the stews ^ 
When, as the lady was so bare, 
God gave her such a quantity of Jiair^ 
As reached unto her very shdes. 

When to the bawdy-honse arrived the Dame,. 
An angel from abore commission^ came. 
And spread around her such a heavenly iight^. 
As dazzled every body's sight. 

]p[owever, a young Officer*, a buck, 
Wishing prodigiously to have a look^ 

Dashed forth,, to pierce the middle of the light^. 
Meaning to violate the Dame so good ; 
Which meaning, when the Devil understood,. 

He choak'd the wanton Rogue out-right* 

Such is the tale! true cv'ry crumb ; 
' Nowy no more hecded.thau Tom Thumb*. 



qm XX. 

TO MISTER PITT; 

DEAH as atdi'mond to the best of Queens,. 
Dear as tot coi'morants, of: jish a shoal; 
' JUcar to a German hog, as beds of beans ; 
Dear as a, six.pence sav'd, to Mis'ry's souI^ 

♦ The son of, a« Frjtfeft. 

Y3 Deap 
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Dear as Reform to Mister Pitt of yore^ 
When he and Richmond made a bullock-roar^ 

Bellowing- themselves into the pricttiest places ; 
Dear as sham fights to that same 'Squiae of Co^ls^ 
Or to his eyes a * soldier's coat in holes, 

Rent by the sheers of Time in fifty places : 

Dear as the Dodlor's bill to this good nation, 

Which Parliament, with tears of joy, surveyed ;: 

Which brought about a much-desir'd salvation,, 
For which the Doctors have been poorii/ paid : 

Dear as the f Royal Message to the Nation, 
By which more money humbly is implor'd — 

^* More money for the Ciuldeen's education-— 
^^ Hard times ! more money for the Children's board:'*' 

Dear as to validni Glos'ter sword and gun; 

Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry ass ;■ 
Dear to»the fam'd Geoejge Selwyn,^ as a pun ; 

Dear as to legs of mutton, caper sauce ; 

Dear as .the voice of flatt'ry to. the Proud;, 
Dear as to hackney-coachmen signs of rain^ 

Who count their shillings in a coming cloud, 
And, pious, pray for Noah's flood again ;, 

So dear to Monarchs is that idol Pow'n f 

So dear is prompt obedience to a King L 
Far, of resistance be the tty\ng hour ! 

G od bJQSS us I what a melancholy thing ! 

• A poor invalii, under his Grace*s. patroi^age, who (like the fclont, s 
hung in chains on Hounslow," Bagshot, ^lackheath, and ehewh^rej 
wears his coat until it drops from his back. 

+ What a nisg«.rdly set of Representatives we send to Parliamesfct 
To suffer bis. Majesty so frequently to he bfcgging for a litfle pioney, is 
shameful in the extreme. In God's name, let him have the Treasury 
at once. Haa he been wodb ten or. dexen xoillio<is, an econpmy would 
Jnvfi been piardonable* 

Yet 
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Yet opposition-franght to Royal ivishfes, 

Quite counter io a gracious Ring's cojumands, 

Behold! the Academiciaxs, those straugc fishes, 
For * Wheatly lilted their unballoir'd hands* 

So then, those fellows have not learnt to crawl, 
To play the spaniel, lick the foot, and fawn-— 

Oh, be their bones by tigers broken all ! 

Pleas'd, hy wild horses could I see them drawn* 

O-Pitt! with thee I*m soriy, Tery sorry 1. 

Nat make a poor Associate! — such a thing I 
Who try'd to tarnish ns the Royal Glory I 

What rebel balloted against his King ? 

Then, Sir, fie is so bountiful a man I 

A catara6l of charity, Til say — 
Inform me any body if you cair, 

UnmarVd by liberaUty a^day! 

Where'er he walks, where'er his wild career. 

Through Chelt'xaMj, WE.YMoti,TH, ExoNj Ply» 

MOUTII, lo! 

With.joy his staring subje6ls all, so dear. 
See from each step a stream of glory flow. 

Thus, when that pretty animal an — , 

At night, on pavement gallops like the wind;: 

Fire kindling at his heels, behold him pass ! 
How bright the sparkles that hop out behind I 

Nurs'd-on the dunghiW of the smiles of Kings, 
What mushrooms daily, to surprise us, start t 

So nimbly the fair vegetable springs; 

Such warmth prolific, can a smile impart! 

* Tb€: rival candidate of Mr^JUurcncc* 

Such 
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Such is of Royalty the eg vied pow^r! 

Then perish ev'ry Academic Plant! 
Oh, may they feel nor sun, nor fost'ring^ show'r ! 

Blow round them, O ye cold, cold winds of Want! 

TThat Nabob's strudiures rise, with wings outspread^ 
Whose owners' necks well merit to be Jopp'dj! 

With what sublimity they lift the liead, 

By Death^ and Kuin's ATLAs-shoidders propp'dl ' 

But such thy Master's purity of souly 

His eyes upon the sword of Justice feast r 
*^ Curse ou the Pearl (he cries) by Rapine stole ; 
. ^> Curse ou the di'monds of the bleeding East! 

^^ Curse on the vilJaiiji that whole realms despoil! 

*' Curse on the cruel hand (we hear him cry)i 
*' That steals the fruit of Labour's honest toil, 

^' And draws the tear of bloc^d.from Pity's eyel^*' 

O Pitt ! what punishment shall we contrive, 
To suit this saucy, self-important crew ^ 

IIuw shall, we smoke this academic hive. 
That stinging makes us look so very blue? 

Oh, bid our monarch draw his purse-strings tight;: 
Contract his open heart, of giant stature! 

Use cv'ry species of little spite, 

And violate fqr once his noble nature*. 

Oh, bid our. Sov'reign take it not to heart ; 

For downright brutes are Britons, nine in^GBTt 
At curbs and whips behold us asses start, 

And insolently claim the Rights of. Men I 

And yet, I moderation wish to Kings! 

Yes, yes, they should he merciful, though stroBg:^: 
As ScEPTRiis have been found in France with wing^*^ 

Oae would not lo^e an Sh^ibe for a Song. 

ODE& 



ODES TO MISTER PAINE^ 
AvrHOR or 
" RIGHTS OF MANi*" 

On the intended Celebration of the 
DOWNFALL OF THE FRENCH EMPmR^ 

BY K 

SET OF BRITISH DEMOCRATEST, 

ON THE FOURTEENTH OF JULY*. 



Aude alifuid brevibus Gyarii, vel carccre dignumy 

Si vis esse aliquis% Juvikai^ 
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©BES TO MISTER PAINE, 

AUTHOR OF 

^' RIGHTS OF man;* 



ODE I. 



O PAINE! thy yast endeavour I admire! 
How brave the hope to set a realm on flrel 
Ambition, smiling, prais'd thy giant wish : 
Compared to thecy the Mak, to gdcin a name, 
Who to Diana's temple put the fliame, 
A simple minnow to the King of Fish. 

^ay, didst thou fear that Britam was too blest, ' 
Of Peace thou most delicious pest ? 
How shameful that this pin*s-head of an Isle, 
While half the Globe's in grief, should wear a smilel 
How daces the W«en amidst his hedges sing, 
While Eagles droop the beak, and flag the wing? 

Oh, must the scythe of Desolation sleep. 
So keen for carnage, stay its mighty sweep. 

And Hatoc^ on his hunter drop his lash; 
Spurr'd^ arm'd, and ripe to storm with groans the s^y, 
To chase an empire, and enjoy the cry. 

The cry of miliiqns-^what a glorious crash i 

What 
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What pity thy combustibles were bad ! 

How Death had grinn'd delight, and Hell been glad, 

To see our liberties overturning ; 
And War, whose expe6tation tiptoe stood. 
Ready for hills of slain, and ^eas of blood, 

Who drops his death's-head flag, and puts on mourn- 
ing! 

Why, cur-like, didst thou sneak away, nay fly ? 
Drcad'st thou of anger'd Justice the sharp eye^ 

Return, jand bring Mesoames Poissajwes along : . 
And lo ! withFRiENDsmp's squeeze and fire to meet 'em^ 
And oatlis of ev'ry hue to greet 'em, 

The sisterhood of Billingsgate shall throng. 
I 
The jails may open all their drcaiy cells. 
Where Horror brooding on damnation dwells^ 

And vomit forth their grisly bands; 
.Surrounded by this squalid host, 
Paine sluAl their leader be, and boast; 

Paine, Gordon, and Rebellion, shaH shake hands* 

Importance, in a. nut-shell hide thy head! 
/deem'd myself a dare-deyil in rhyme, 
To uhisper to a King of modern time, 

And try to strike a royal foible dead ; 
-While dauntless thou^ of treason mak'st no bones. 
But strik'st at Kings themselves upon their thrones ! 



H 



ODE II. 

ELL hears our pray'r! — all is not lost— 
Behold a chosen few, a ho sty 



Stand forth the Champions of.the glorious cause! 
T^ie jails are opening !— hark 1 the iron doors ! 
Chains clank!— the brazen throat of Tumult roar.-; 



And; lo! the dostiu'd Victims of the Laws! 



Dis- 
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Dtsg^rg'd they pour in dark'ning tribes ^oag, 
And mingle with our Democratic Throng ! 

Bedlam unlocks her melancholy cells! 

Forth rush the Maniacs grim, with joyfull yells-; 

They tear their blankets, clap their frenzied hands ; 
They grind their teeth, they dance, they foam, they stare ; 
They rend with bursts of laughter wild the air : 

And join, they know not llrhy, our 'thtck*ning bands I 

Thou Sun, withdraw thy hated day 4 
To ^thiop Darkness yield thy reign ^ 

And hide in clouds, O Moon, thy ray, 
Nor peep upon our spe6lre s^ene ! 

Though faint thy solitary light, 

We feel thy feeble beam too bright 

Ah! PsicE, thy triumph now is o*er! 
Thy check so cheerful smiles no more ; 

Thine eye with disappointment glooms ! 
Our Music shall be Nature's cry ; 
Our ears shall feast on Pity's sigh— 

Lo, haggard Death prepares his tombs 1 

Hot vnth the fascinating grape, we reel ; 
The full proud spirit of rebellion feel t 

Son of Sedition, daring Paine, 
While speech endues thy tongue, 
£id the roof ring with damned song, 

And EuEBus shall echo back the strain* 



Vol. IL .Z SONG, 
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SONG, 

BY MISTER PAINE. 

COME, good fellows all — Confusion's, the toast, 
And success to our excellent cause : 
As we've nothing to lose, lo, nought can be lost; . 
So, perdition to Monarchs and Laws ! 

France shows us the way — an example how great ! 

Then, like France, let us stir up a riot ; 
May our names be preserv'd by some damnable feat, 

For what but a ^retch would lie quiet? 

As we all are poor rogues, 'tis most certainly right, 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder ; 

Like the thieves who set fire to a dwelling by night, 
And come in for a share of the plundef. 

Whoever for mischief invents the best plan, 
Best murders, sets fire, and knocks down, 
' The thanks of our Club shall be giv'n to that Man^ 
And hemlock shall form him a crown. ' • 

Our Empire has tow'r'd with a lustre too long; 

Then blot out this wonderful Sun ; 
Let us arm then at once, and in confidence strong 

Complete what dark Gordon begun. 

But grant a defeat — we are hang'd and^ that's all^ 

A punishment light as a feather; 
Yet we triumph in death, as we Catilines fall^ 

And go to the Devil together. 



THE 

REMONSTRANCE. 

TO WUtCK 18 AODftO, 

AN ODE TO MY ASS: 

ALSO . 

THE MAGPIE AND ROBIN, 

ATA i»b; 

AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS; 

AND 

AN ADDRESS TO MY PAMPHLET. 



Integer vita scelerisque purus, &c. &c. Ho*. 

The Man of dove-like Innocence a sample, 
So sweet! ' so mild ! myself notOy for example^ 
Disdains of Gossip Fame the tittle-tattle ! 
He begs no News- Paper to fight his battle-^ 
Unmov'd with equal eye on all he looks ; 
The Lord*8 Anointed, and his lousy Cooks. 

I deem'd rude Clamour, in my days of youth. 
The solemn voice of all-commanding Truth : 

But now, no more creating awe and wonder : 
Old empty hogsheads, rumbling in a cart. 
That make some people gape, and stare, and start. 

As well may tell me, «♦ We're the Noble Thunder." 

P. PlllDAIt. 
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ODE. 

WIDE gapes the thoughtless mouth of moon-er'A 
Wonder, 
^Vhi^e ^^gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuss, and thunder,*' 

With Calumny's dark hounds the Bard pursue: 
^^ Bring on ^is marrow-bones th' apostate down, 
** The turncoat is a liatt'rer of the Crown ; 
^< Burn all his verses, burn the author too :" 

Such is the sound of millions! such the roar 

Of billows booming on the rocky shore ! 

^' How changed his note! (they cry) now spinning 

'' rhymes 
<^ In compliment tp Monarchs of the times, 

*' Who lately felt no mercy from his rancour; 
<^ The star-bcdizen'd sycophants of state, 
^' Blue-ribbon'd knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; 

<^ Behold him at St. James's sung at anchor.'* 

Thus on my ears, so patient let me say, 

They pour their rough, r^de peals of groundless 
clamour: 
Battering, pell-mell, upon my head away, 

Just like on anvils the smith's sledge and hammer 1 

Z 3 How^ 
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However the world ia scorn may shake its fiead^- 
Nor Iniave nor fool through me shall current pass ;; 

Too. honest yet, I thank my stars, to spread 
The Muse's silver o'er a lump of brass* 

I own the voice of Censure, very proper ; 
Grealiy resembling a tobacco-stopper;. 
Contibing all the seeds of fire sj) stout, 
And quick in groMrth, when left to run about :: 

But possibly I'm harden'd— yes^ I fear 

Her frequent strokes have form'd a callous ear. 

There was a time when Peter ghost-like star*d, 

When CfiNsuRE thunder'd— star'd with, awe pro^- 
found ; 

With sighi, to deprecate her wrath, prepar'd ; 
So ehill'd with horror at the solemn sound ; 

But harden' d, soon he gave his ague o^er ; 

Laok'd up, and smil'd, and thought of her no more«. 

Thus when: an earthquake bida Jamaica tremble,. 
On Sunday all the tblks to. church, assemble ; 

To soothe Jehotah, so devoutly studyingr^ 
Prostrate- they vow to keep his laws : 
Returning home, they smite their hungry craws, 
And scarce indulge them with a siif^e of puddings- 
Deeming, in earthquake time, a dainty board, 
A sad abominatioiL to the Lord ! 

Ere Sunday comes again,/ their hearts recover ;* 
The tempest of their fears blown over; 

Fled ev^ry temror of the burning lake. 
They think they have no business now with church;; 
So calmly leave th' Almighty in the lurch,. 

Aftd sin it^ till it gives a second shake. 
The ladies too have join'd the general «ry ! 
WhUl; I those difoinitics .iA Peter's eye ! 

Angelic 
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Ai^els inpe/Ztc^oft/— 4t ik\ behores 'em : 

What I bkbc the eoastftiit Stevtor of their praise^ 
WJbo r«bb'd the Muses iA their svceuUH lays. 
To tell tke world how much he lo^es 'em! 

The Bard, who Touches ibr their harmless soirisy 

And like another Cice&o persuades, 
The frenzied eye mi admiradoii roilb—- 

Ready to k&eei and worship 'em^-Oh, jades I 

Ladifs aod Gekiscemen, 
Know, that \ scorn a prostituted pen : 
No royal rotte» wood. my verse veneers-— 
Oh, yield ore, for a moment yield your ears. 

Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed^ 
Though Mings mar)r be, we muH support the breeiU 

Yet join 1 issue with you— yes,, 'tis granted, 
That through the world such royal folly rules, 
" As bids us think thrones advertise for tools;. 

Yet is a King a utensil much wanted-— 

A scre^, a nail^ a bolt, to> keep together 
The ship's old leaky sides iu stormy weather ;. 
Which screwy or nail,, or holt, its work ))ertbni)S^ 
Though downright ignorant of ships and storms.. 

I knuckle not — I owe not to the Great 

A thimble-fnlt of obligation ; 
I^or luscious wife have 1, their lips to treat. 

To lift me to PR^FEnMEX-T's sunny station; 
Like many A,gentleman whom Love promote^ f 

Whose lofty front the ray of gold adorns ;. 
Resembling certain most ingenious goats, 

That dimb up precipices by their liorns.. 

I'm not oblig'd (believe my honest word) 
To kiss — what shall I call 't ?— of any Lord ; 
Not pepper^oorn acknowledgment 1 owe 'eiu ; 
Nay^ like the Gob of truth, Iscarc&li/ know 'etn, - 
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By me unprais'd are Dukes and Earls: 
At such most uncommonly my satire marh"^ 
My pride like theirs indeed, the high-nos'd elves. 
Who love what's equal only to themselves^ 

As for Court virtues, wheresoever they lie^ 

I leave them all to Laureat Pyb, 

The fashionable Bard, whom Courts revere ; 

, Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace^ 
Deep laden with his Sovereign twice a year. 

Around Parnassus's old famous base : 
Not only proving his great King .alive, 
But that, like docks, the royal virtues thrive*. 

But Pro not qualified to be a hack ; 
Too proud to carry lumber on my back : 
Too dainty is my Lady Muse, I hope, 
Into a coaishcd to convert her shop ; « 
Her shop indeed— a very handsome room, 
Fiird with rich spices and Parnassian bloom. 

Court Poets must cr^crfe— on trifles rant— 
MaHe something out of nothing— Lord, I can't! 
Bards must bid virtues crowd on Kings in swarms^ 

Uowe'er from such good company remote; 
Just as well-naturM^ heralds make up arms 

For Nabob-robbers born without a coat.^ 

I'm a poor botching taylor for a Court, 

Low bred on liver, and what clowns cM mugget*z 
Besides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 

I cannot sew gold lace upon a drugget. 

Say not I'm^ turned towards the Sceftre'd Great : 
Talk not of Kings — I deem one half a cheat: 

Felt is their yeakness — husks, mere husks of men \ 
Yes, they create Nobility — I know it; ^ 
The veriest idcot of them all can do it. 

And on the falcon's perch can place the wren. 

* Part of theeixtrails of cerain caUle. 

But 
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Bof can a Kii^ eommand tb' ethereal iafme 
That clothes with immertalit j a name I . 

Oh, could the Race thai fire ethereal catch ! 
But no ^ch priTilege to Kings is gif 'n : 
So very low their iot'rest lies in UeaT^, 

They can't command fftkough to light a maieh*^ 

No, Sirs, anfl tlierefore praj be fiif il ^ 
I've not yet bargaia'd with tbe DevU*. 

Yet grant me sold— IVeprecedests a store; 
Besides, we poets ar» eoafotiaded poor; 

And, ah ! how hard to atarre to pkase MomALlTT t 
For Hunger, though a fay'rite of old Saints^ 
Whose pinching Tirtne pious hiat'ry paints. 

Is reckoned now a Fsllow of bad qitalitj : 
Not deem'd a genilemtm-^aLfi^t shew his face, 
E'CA where Saint PfeTEHs * children give the grace! 
A rosy sinner, LvxvRr yclept, 
Long in his place hath eat, and drunk, and slept. 

Yes, (as Pre said) we Bards are mostly poor, 
Can scarcely drive gaunt Famine from the door t 
That Helicon's a hellish stream, God knows!. 
Ah, me ! most rarely it Fa6loUan flows : 
Though sharp aa hawks, and hungry too, and thlck^ 
Few are the golden grains that Poets pick i 
And yet each new advent'rer of the Nine 
Deems all Parnassus one mere golden mine« 

All this by way of wild digression-— 
And now for my political confession. 

Again, ye Crown-and- Anchor sinners,' 
I reprobate your reyolution dinners. . 



* Archhisbops^ Biibops, &c.. 
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Natu&c at times makes wretched wares ; 
(Amongst the smiling corn like tares) 

Men with snch miserable souls ! 
Nought pleases from the moment of. their birth ; 
With horror for a while they blot the earth, 

Then crab-like, crawl into their burying holes. 

How like a dreary dull December Dat^ 
That shows his muddy discoAtcpated head^ 

Low'rs on the world awhile, then moves away 
In gloom and sullenness to bed I 

Have not our Revolution host a. few 

Qf souls of this saine iBthiop hue? 

Permit me, Sirs, to tell yon, . ye are mad ; 
Your case, although not mortal, yet quite bad: 

An ugly inflammation of the brain. 
Although a dull physician I could find 
Something to calm the hurry of the mind, 

And bring you back to common sense again*-* 
The stocks would do it, gentlemen, or jails : 
A heavy noj /rziin— -y et it rarely &ils. 

Lo, Drunkenness, a blustering bullying blade,^ 
The cock'd hat covering half oi^e eye so brave^ 

As though dread valour were his meat, his trade^ 
Nature a driv'ler, and the world his slave : 

He rants, roars,-^prays, howls^ swears, on boldly goes^ 

To seize sun, moon, and planets, by the nose; 

When lo, Night's long.staff'd GuardUn to him steals^ 
Squints with one eye on him, and then the other; 

To pillow well his head, trips up his heels, • 

And. lays him on old earth, o\^r common mother* 

Thence at the round-house, in about an hour^ 
Renews his poor debilitated pqw't 
Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, seeing-— 
Yet is this Watchman too a heavy Being* 

Keel 
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Keel up lies France! long may shjckeep that posture] 
Her koav'iy, folly, on the rocks have tost her; 

Behold the thousands that surround the wxeck! 
Her cables parted, rudder gone, 
Split all her sails, her main-mast down, 

Choak'd all her pumps, crush'din her deck; 
Sport lor the winds, the billows o'er her roUi 
Now am I glad of it with all my souL 

France lifts the busy sword of bleed no more; 

Lost to its giant grasp the withered hand : 
O say, what kingdom can her fate deplore, 

The dark disturber of each happy laud ? 

To Britain an infidious damn'd lago — 
Remember, Englishmen, old Cato's cry^ 
And keep that patriot model in your eye— 

His constant cry, '' Delendaest Carthago." 

France is our Carthage, that sworn foe to truth. 
Whose perfidy deserves th' eternal chain ! 

And now she's down, our British bucks forsooth 
Would lift the stabbing strumpet up again. 

Xiove I the French ? — By heav'ns 'tis no such matter! 
Who loves a Frenchman, wars with simple Nature. - 

What Frenchman loves a Briton ? — None : 
Yet by the hand this enemy we take ; 
Yes, blund'ring Qritons bosom up the, snake, 

And feel themselves^ too late indeed, undone. 

The converse chaste of day, and eke of night, 
The kiss-clad moments of supreme delight, 

To Love's pure passion only due ; 
The seraph-smile that soft-ey'd Friendship wears^ 
And Sorrow's balm of sympathising tears, 

Those iron fellows never knew. 

For 
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For this I hate them. — Art, all varnished art! 

This doth Experience ev'ry moment proye: 
And hollow must to all things be the heart, 

That foe to beauty, which deceives in igve. 

Hear me, Dame Nature, on* those men of corkr^ 
Blush at a Frenchman's heart , thy handy work; 

A dunghill that luxuriant feeds 

The gaudy and the rankest weeds; 
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core, 
Like flies in carrion— -pry thee, make no more. 

Not but a neighboring nation to the French 
Jiave morals that emit a stronger stench. 

That Christian noses scaxcely can withstand t 
The Heart a dungeon, hallow, dark, and foul, 
The dwelling of the toad, snake, bat, and owl, 

Demons, and all the grimly spectre band. 

' Mad fools ! — and can we deem the French /)ro/aimJ, 
And, pleas'd, their infants polities embrace, 
Who drag a noble pyramid to ground. 
Without one pebble to supply its place? 

Yet, are they followed, prais'd, admtr'd, ador'd* ' 
Be, with such praise, these ears no longer bor'd! 
This moment could I prore it to the nation all, 
That verily a Frenchman is not rational. 

Yes, Frencitmen, this is my unvarying creed, 
^' Ye are not rational indeed; 
_ <^ So low have fond conceit and folly sunk yei 
<* Only a larger kind of monkey!" 

^' What art thou 'writing now? the W<orld exclaims^ 

'< Thou man of brass I" 
\Good W0RLD5 no names, no names,—-! beg, no name*— 
Writing?— an X)de to my oldfav'rite Ass. 

Not making royal varnish— no! 

JVly Ass's virtues bid my numbers flow: 

Peter 



r 
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f^TFER hh name, my namesake, a godd beast j 

A serrsmt to my family some years. 
To^rae is ^ratttode a turtle«feast, 

A haunch of ven'son that my taste rerercs^ 
And therefore I've been fiibricating meCn 
All in the praise of honest Peruu 



ODE TO MV ASS, PETEK. 

OTHOU, my solemn friend, of man despis^i^ 
But not by me despis'd — respedled long 1 
To ^roTe how much thy qualities are priz'd. 
Accept^ old fellow-traveller, a song. 

- ^ w 

My great.great Ancestob, of Lyric £uBep 

Immortal ! threw a glory jound the horse 4 
I Then, as I lit my candle at his flame, 

That candle »hail illumiae thee of course.^ 

For why not thou, in works and virtues rich^ 
In Fame's fair temple also' heasia niche I 
How many a genius, 'jnUlst a vulgar pack^ 
Oblivion slattsioto her sooty sack, 
Calmly as Jew ol4^1otbes*men, in their bags, 
Mix some great man's lac'd coat with dirty rag^; 
Or satin petticoat of some sweet maid, 
That o'er her beauties cast an envious shade! 
And what's the reason ?— reason too apparent t 
Ah I '* quim vote sacro carent^^\ 
As Horace says, that bard divine. 
Whose irits so fortunately jump with mine. 

Ah, Peter, I remember, oft, when tir'd 

And most unpleasantly at times bemir'd, 

Bold hast thoii said, ^' I'll budge not one inch further; 

^^ And now, young Mastek, you may kick or murther/' 

■Vol.il a a The 
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Then haTC I cudgell'd thee — a fruitless matter! 
For 'twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter. 
Though, BALAAM.like, 1 ciirs'd thee with a smack 
Sturdy thxm dfopp*dst thine ears upon thy back, 
And trotting retrograde, with wriggling tail, 
In Tain did 1 thy running rump assail ; 

For, lo, between thy legs tiiou putt'dst thine head. 
And ga?est me a puddle for a bed. 
Now this was iaip-*->the action bore no guile: 
Thou duck'dst me not, like Judas, with a smile, 
O we^e the manners of .some Moiiarchs suchj 
Who smile e?'n in the close insidious hour 
That kicks th' unguarded minion from his pow'r.1 
But this is asking p'rhaps of Kin^s too much. 

Peter, little didst thou think, I ween. 
When I a school-boy on thy back was scen^ 
Riding the6 oft, in attitude uncouth ; 

For bridfe, an old garter in thy mouth ; 
Jogging and whistling wild o'er hill and dale. 
On sloes, or nuts, or strawJb'ries to regale— « 

1 say, O Peter, little didst iliou think, 
That /, thy namesake, in immortal ink 
Should dip my pen, and rise a wond^rous Bard^ 
And gain such praise, SufiLiuxarar^xeward; 

But not the Laurel— honour much too high-; 
Giv'n by the King of Isles to Mister Pve, 
Who sings his Sovereign's virtues twice a year. 
And therefore cannot chronicle Small Beer. 

Yet simple as Montaigne, I'll tell thee true^ 
There are, who on my verses look rusketc^ 

And call my lyric lucubrations stuff: 
But I'm a modesty not unconnifinge elf, 
Or i 'Could say 8tu:h things about myseljf-^m 

Bat God fosbid that I should puii'! 

Yet 
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Tet natural are selfi$h predile^iions ; ^ 

Like snakes tl^y writkCe about the beart» aflfe^loBs, 

And «ometiroes too infuse a poisonous spirit j 
Produciag, as bj nat'ralists I'm told, 
Torpid insensibility, so eoid 

To er'ry brotherls iking merit* 

Wrrs to eac}i other just like loadstones a6t, 
That do not alxcays like firm frii^nds aftvaSl," 
Tho' of the same rare nature, (strange to tell!) 
The littie hardened rogues as oft rcpcL 

Bat, lo, of ibee I'll speak, my Iong.ear'd friend! 

Great were the wondees of ihy heels of jorei 
YiAorions, for-lac^d hats didst thou contend, 

And ribbons grac'd thy ears— « gaudy store. 

Bttff breeches too hare crown'd a proud, proud day, « * 
Not thouy but which thy rider wore away ; 
Triumphant strutting through the world he strode^ 
Crreat'sonl ! deserrlog an Olympic Ode. 

Thy bravery often did I much approve; 
Rais'd by that Queen of Passions, Lots. 
Whene'er in Love's delicious frenzy crost 
By long-ear'd brothers, lo! wert thou sihost! 
Love -did thy lion-heart with courage steel! 
Quicker than. that of Vestris mov'd thy heel : 
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didst smite! 
And th^ no Alderman could match thy bite I 

And is thy race no more rever'd ? 
Indeed 'tis greatly to be fear'd ! 

Yet shale Thou flourish in immortal song, 

To me if immortality belong ; 

For stranger things than this have come to pass—* 
Posterity thine hist'ry shall devour, 
And read with pleasure koto^ when vernal show'r 

In gay profusion rais'd the dewy grass, 

:.* Aa2 lied 
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J led thee forili tbme Appetite to please^ 
An^.'vud tbe iwidvie wm tkee 141 ito knees t 

JKbtv, oft I plack^d the tender bkde ; 

And, happy, A09 thou ci«a'Bt ai mf^ coBuaandl^. 
And wantoning around, ai thoufh afnud. 

With poking neck didst puU it from my hand^ 
Then scamppr, kicking, frolickaome-aira)^^ 
With, audi a £MsiiialiDg>ra]r t 

Where oft I paid thee Tlsitt) a»d irkere tho» 
Bidst cock with happiness thj kingly ears^. 

And grin so 'wUehin^y, I cant tell how^ 
And dart at me suck friendly leers; 

With such a^aviUng head^ and. langking tail $ 

And whenlmoT'd, Aoss^ grierM thou seem'dst to sa]y^ 

^ Dear Master^ let your hnmhle Ass prevail; 
'* Pray, Master, do not go away"— 

And horn (for what than friend^ip can be sweeter?^ 

{ gave thee grass again^ O pleasant Peter. 

Itud Ab»y inictt 'tY;?:T!:S- b&tk the herbage die. 
And Nature mourned beneath the stormy sky ; ^ 
When waving^^ trees,, surcharg^'d with chilling rain^i. 
Dropp'd seeming tears upon the harrass'd plain, / 
I gave thee a good stable, w-arm as wool. 
With oats to grind,' and hay to pull; 
Thus, whilst abroiid December rul'd the day, 
Uow plenty sheWd mituriy the hloomiug May i 

And k), to future times it shall be 4tnrfwn, 
Mow^ twice a day, to comb and rub thee 4Qwn^ 

And be thybed'.maker at night, " 
Thy groom attended, both with hay autd oat, 
By whieh thy baok could boast a handsome coat,^ 

And laugh at maliy a fine Court Lord and Knight^ 
Whose strutting c<kats belong p'^haps to. the tailor, 
And probably their bodies to the jailor I 

What 
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What tLough no dimples thou hast got; 
Bl^k sparkjiug ejvs (the fashioo) are thy lot. 

And oft a 'witching smile and cheerful laugh ; 
And then thy deanliness l^^^tis strange tautter! 
Like sin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter; 

And then the stream so daintily doth quaff! 
Unlike a country alderman, who blows, 
And in the mug baptizcth mouth and nose! ' . 

What though I've heard some Toices sweeter; 
Yet exquisite thy hearing, gentle Peter ! 
Whether a judge of music, i don't know— « 

If so, 
Thou hast th' advantage got of many a score 
That enter at the Opera door. 

Some people think thy tones are raiJier coarse ; 

Kv'n love-sick tones, addressed to Lady Asses— ^ 
OSiavas indeed of woml'rous force; 

And yet thy voice full many a voice surpasses. 

Lord Cardigan, if rightly I divine, 
Would very gladly give his voice for thine: 

And Lady Mount*, her Majesty's fine foil, 
For whom per turners," barbers, vainly toil. 
Poor lady ! who has quarrell'd with the Graces, 
Would very willingly change /ace^. 

But honour'd once wcrt thou ! but ah ! no more! 
Thus ioo'despis'd the Bards — cstecmUlot' yore! 
How rated once, the tuneful Tribes of Greece! 
Deem'dmuch like di'monds— 'thousands worth a piece! 

How great was Pindar's glory J— On a day, 
Entering Apollo's church, to pray, 
The Lady of the sacred fane, or Mistress^ 
Or, in more classic term, the Priestess, 

♦ iikr M ^y is always happy to have Lady Mount E by her 

sitlej as beiQg one of the ugliest women in England — yi shorty hit 
Lordship m petticoats. 

Aa3 Address^ 
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JTddress'd him with ineffable delight— 

<^ Great Sik, (qooth she) in pig9, and sheep, and! 
^* calres^ 

<^ Master imiits uponU that you go halves ;; 
** To beef his Godship also gives yon right.**' 

Thus did the Twain most hearty dinners make;; 
Pindar and Phoerus eating steak and steak; 
When too (Pausani^s says) to please the God^-» 
Between each meathfuly Pindar. sung an Ode! 

Thus half a Deity was this great PoEtr! 

Now^this was grand in Phcerus— vastly civil- 
flow cjSang'd are things f the present moments show it;: 

For Bard is now synonymous with DevWt 

Just to three hundred years ago, T speak- 
How simple scholarship was wont to rule I . 

A man like DocroB Parr, that mouth! d but G reeky 
Was almost worshipped by the Sage andFoojL; 

Deenf 4 hy the world indeed a first-rate star; 

How dili'rent novo^ the fate of Doctor ParriI: 

Unknown he walk&f—- his name no infants lisp-* 

J^f ot only reckon'd not a first-rate star 

Is this our Greek man, Doctoi^ Parr, 
But, God!?! hot equal to a will-o'wisp ! 
Plague on'ti how niggardly the trump of FanM^ 
That wakes not ^Bdtendenm on the shelf I 
The world s(» iiill, too, on the- Doctor's name*, • 

The man fa really forced to praise Mmseif! 

<< Archbishops, Bishops," (so says Doctor Parr) 
^^ By Jlpha^ Beta, merely have been made : 

« Why from the mitre then am / so far ; 
^^ So long a dray-horse in thi^ thuudering trade? 

• The Preface to Bellendinus'ynt a coup d^essai of the Doftor's for a 
Bishoprkk — it was the cnild of hit dotage. The pap of Psrty sup- 
ported it some little timet when, after srvenl itrugglts to remain^ 
amoogst us, it paid the last deU of natuK. 



r 

t 

1 



TBB. MntoMnAKem * 

<^ O Pitt, shame on tliee!-*-art thou iitU to see^ 
^^ The soul of witdtifli 'm the iotmd of Greek! 

Petes^ suppose we make » Kit of atyle^ 
And rest ourselves a little while ? 
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THU§ endbtfi DoctoK Parr; and now againy 
To thee, as good a subje^ Akm^s the straia%. 
Permit me, Peter, in my lyric canter, 
Jast to speak Latin—" temporu mutantur!^^. 

Mings did not scorn to press your hacks of yore ;. 

But now, wi4k humbled neck and patient iace^ 
Tied to a thteTish miller's dusty door, 

I mark thy iaIPn and dlscegarded racc^. 

To chimney-sweepers now a ccunmon hack ^ 
New with a brace of sand-bags on your backt 
No gorgeous saddles your*s— no iv'ry cribs ; 
No silken girts surround your ribs i 

No» Royal h^nds your cheeks with, pleasure pat; 
. Cheeks by a roguish halter prest— e 
Your ears and rump, of insolence the jest ;, 
I>ragg'd, kick'd, andpummeird, by a beggars bratj, 

Thus, as iVe said, your race is much degraded !. 
And much toais the Poet'^ ^^^Y folded! 

A time there was, when Kings of this fair h^SDy 
So meek, would creep to Poets, cap in hand, 
Begging, as 'twere for alms^ a grain of fame^, 
To sweeten a poor putrifying na«ne— 
But past are those rich houcsl ah! hours of t/cre! 
Those golden sands of Timiw shall glide no more. 



Yet 
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Yet are we not in thy discarded state, 
Whatc'cr may be ihefiUure will of Fate; 
Since, as we find by Pye (what $till must pride iis)i 
Kings tKicG Oryeof can condescend to ride us^ 



AN AFTER.REFLECTION. 

NOW, World, thou seest the stuff of which I'm. madfe^ 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful Trade;, 
Leaving, with high contempt, the Courtier class^ 
To sing the merits of the humble Ass. 

Tet shotild a miracle the Pajlace mend, 

And high-nos'd Sal^sb'ry tp the Virtues send, 

Conimandiog them to come and chat with Kings ^ 
Well pleas'd repentant Sin'tiers to support, 
So help me, Impudence, Pll go to Court! 

fijesides, I dearly love to see strange things^ 



PRO. 
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PROEMIUM 

TO THS 

MAGPIE AND ROBIN REDuBREAST. 

HOW TAried 4r? our tastes I Ddme Natuu^s planj^ 
Ail fermrd reasoos^ riac&tJM world began » 
Yes, yesy thp good old Ladt adtod right: 
Had things been o/A0n9<«ffy liko wolfes and beav^ 
We aU had Isli'ii together by the ea»-« 
One ob}e€t had prodac'd aa endless lig)it» 

Nettles had strewed Laifi^ path instead of rotetf 

And mnltitodei of mortal Usees, 
Printed with histories of bloody noseft^ 

Had taken leare of absence of the GftAcar* 
Now interrupting not each other's liae. 
You ridej^ottrhobby-horso, and /ride mtne^^ 
You press the bine-ey'd Chloe to your arms, 
And / the black-ey'd Saytho's browner charms? 
Thus sitaated in our different blisses, 
We squint not enrious on each other^s kisses^ 

Yet are there some exceptions to this rule : 
We meet with now and then a stabborn fool^ 
Dragooning ns into his predile6iions ; 
As though there was no difference in affedions^ 
And that it was the booby's firm belief^ 
Pork cannot please, because he doats on beeft 
Again-«^ow weak the ways of some^ and sad F 
One would suppose the Man^creation mad* 

Lot this poor fellow, foHy-drunk he rambles, 
And flings himself into Misfortune's brambles^ 

In full pursuit of HArpinEss's treasure; 
Wheii, wiUn a Uttle glance of circamspe^tion, 
A mustard.grain of sense— ^ child^s retle6iion— « 

The fool liad cours'd the velvet lawn of PL£A&uitc» 

laif 
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Idlj he braves tLe surge, and roaring gale ; 

When Reason, if consulted, with a smile, 
Had tow'd through summer seas his silkea saily 

And saT'd a dangerous and JQerculean toil. 

Yes, as IVe somewhere said abore, I find,^ 
That many a man has many a miDd.* 

Haw I bate Drunkenness, a nasty pigl V 

With.snufr.staiii'd neckcloth, without hat or wfg^ . 

Feeling, and belching wisdom in one's face I 
How ^ hate Bully Uproar from my fioal^ 
IVhOm nought but whips and prisons can controul^ 

Those necessary implements of Grace! 

Tet altfra rise to Drunkenness imd Rxot«--^ 
How few to mild Sobriety and Quiet I 

Thou art mjr Goddess, Solitude— to theey 
Parent of Idove-ey'd Peace, I bend the knee! 

O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat,, 
Whence soars the lark amid the ridiant hour, 
Where ipany a varied chaste and fragrant fiow'r 

Turns coyly from Rogue Zephyr's whisper sweet t 
Blest Imp ! who wantons o'er thy wide domain, 
And kisses all the Beauties of the plain : 

Where, happy, 'mid the all-enliTening. ray^ 
The inse6i nations spend the busy day. 

Wing the pure fields of air,, and crawl the groHnd;^ 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads range,. 
Just like th^ Hebrews at high 'Change, 

Diffusing hum of Babel-notes around I 

Where Health so wild and gay, with bosom barey 
And rosy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair, 
Trips with a smile the breezy scenes along, 
And poifrs the spirit of content in song! 

Thus tastes are various, as Pre said before-*^ 
These damn most cordially what those adore*. 

THB 
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•ROBIN REB-BREAST^ 
jl tale. 

JiTVIAGPlE, In fhe spirit of romance, 
--^LX. Much like the iam'd teformers now of Fbasck^ 

Flew from the dwelling of an oldPoissABDE; 
^Vherc, sometiues in his cage, and sometimes outy 
Jle justified the revolution rout, 

That is, .caird names^ and got a sop for his rewardi 

jRed.hot with Monarch-roasting coals, 
Just like 'his old. fish-thund' ring J>ame, 

Jle left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and solcs^ 
To kindle in Old England's resilm a ilame. ** 

.Arriv'd at evening's philosophic hour, 
ile rested on a rural antique tow'r, 

Some Baron's castle in the days of old; 
When furious wars, misnomer'd civil. 
Sent mighty chiefs to see the Devil, 

Leaving behind, their bodies for rich mould, 
That pliable from form to form patroles, 

Making fresh houses for new souls. 

Perch on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye. 
And hops like modem beaux in country dances; 

Looks devUish knowing, with his head. 
Squinting with connoisseurship glances* 

All on a Sudden, Maogot starts and stares. 

And wonders, and for somewhat strange pireparesj 

But 



But, lo! his wonder did not hold him long—* 
Soft from a bush below, divinely clear, 
Jl modest warble melted on his ear, 

A plaintive, soothing, solitary song^- 

J^ stealing, timid, nnpresnming sound^ 
Afraid dim Natu&e's deep repose to wound ; 

That hush'd ^a death.lik€ |Miuse} the rude Sublxmb. 
This was a novelty to Mao indeed, 
"^Vho, pulling up his spindle shanks with speed, 

Dropped from his turret, half'devour'd by TiMSy 
ji la Franqoisey upon.the spray, 
Where a lone Ked-breast pour'4 le eye his la;:, 

Staring ihe .modest minstrel m the face; 

li^amiliar, and with arch grimace, 

Jle conn -d the dusky wavbler, o'er and o'er^ 

As though he knew him yrears before ; 

And thus began, with seeming great civility^ 

All in the Pacts ease of volubility-— 

••' What — BobbyI dam'&ie, is itymr, 
^' That thus your ^teiiy phiz to music screw, 
^^ So far from hamlet, vilhifpe, town, and city^ 
<< To glad old battlements with dull psalm ditty? 

^< 'Sdeath ! what a pleasant, lively, merry scene ! 
<< Plenty of bats, and owls^ aad ghosts^ I ween^ 
^^ Rare ^idaight^creeches. Bob, between jou all! 
^( Why, what's the name on't, BoaiY? JUsmal Hallf 

^^ Come, to Jbe serious— curse this queer old spoty 
<^ And let thy crwtish habitatioa rot! ^ 

^^ ^oia me^ and soon in xiot will we revel : 
^< I'll teach thee hpw to curse, and call folks namea^. 
^^ And be expert in trea^jon, murder, flaoies^ 

*' And most divinely play the devil, T 

*^ Yes, thou shalt leave this spedtred hole, 
^< And pvovo tiiott ha&t 4t bit of soul-: 

*< Soon 
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. <^ Soon shalt thou see old stupid Lofmois dattce ; 
^' Tlijere will we shine immortal knaves ; 
<( Not steal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves^ 
'' Bat imitate the geniuses of France* 

« Who'd be that monkish, cloistcr'd thing, a mussel ? 

^' Importance only can arise fpom bustle! 

^ Tornado, thunder, lightning, tnmnlt, strife — 

<^ These charm^ and add a digmttf to life. 

<^ That thou shouldst choose this spot, is monstrous odd; 

" Poh, poh! thou canst netiike this Hfe, by G— !*• 

*' Sir!" like one thunder-stricken, staring wide — 
^' Can you be serious, Sir?'* the Robin cry'd. 
'< Serious!" rejoin'd the Magpie, '' aye, my boy— 
i^ So com^, let's play the deril, and enjoy." 

<^ Flames I" -quoth the Rodin — ^* and in riotreTel^ 
" Call names, and curse, divinely play the devil 
*' 1 cannot, for my iife^ the fun discern." 
<c No! — blush then, BobT and follow me, and learn." 

<' Excuse me, Sir,i' the modest Hermit cry*d— 
*' Heirs not the hobby-horse 1 wish to ride." 
<^ Hell!" laiigh'd the Magpie—" hell no longer dread; 
« Why, BoB,--iri Prance tbe Devil's lately dei^d: 

*' Damnation vulgar tO'aFrenciynan's>hearing#^ 
^' The world is only keipt 'alive for swfLjaring. 
*' Against futurity they all protest; 
*^ And God and ilcav'n ar« grown a standing jest. 

<* Brimstone and sin are downright out of fashion ; ' 
" France is quite altcr'd — now a thinking nation: 
'^ No more of penitential tears and groans ! 
" PiiiLosoFUV has crack'd Religion's bones. 

*^ As for your Saviour of a wicked world, 
^' Long from his consequence has he been hmPd: 
<^ They do ackugvir ledge such a man^ d'ye see ; 
" But th^n they call him simply Monsielu Christ. 
Vol. 11. Bb , Bob, 
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<^ Bob, for thy ^aorance, pray biash for sbame-^ 
<< Behold, th^ Doctor Priestley sa^s the same. 

« Well! now thou fhlJy art conri/ic'rf— let's go." 
,<« What cursed doarine!" quoth the Robin, " No— 
<< I won't go— no ! thy speeches make me shudder." 
<^ Poor Robin I" quoth the Magpie, ** what a pudder! 
<« Be damn'd, then Bobby"— flying off, he rav'd— 
>< And (quoth the Robin) Sir, may you be sav^dl** 
This said, the tuneful Sprite renew'd his lay, 
A sweet and farewell hymn to parting Day. 



In Thomas Paine the Magpie doth appear: 
That I'm Poor Robin, is notquite sq dean 



POSTSCRIPT. 

TO THE CANDID READER. 



1 



REALLY ftinktfcat thas Tale^<5f the Mxam uit 
■ Robin ought immedtatd^ to haVe JbiBoaw* the Rje. 
Jwnsteance: but as dworder, instead oforder, is the 
reading feature of my sublhne LvRfc Buetheex of , 
old, 1 shaU take the libertj of sheltering myself under 
Se'^ing of tl^r sacred names. The fable ^ wntten 
in consequence of a strenuous applicatron of a red-hot 
Revolutionist to a Poet in the country, pressing hut 
to become a Member of the Ordes of Cokfcsiok. 
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AN 

APOLOGY FOR KINGS. 

AS waitt of candour really is not right, 
I own my Satire too inclined to bite : 
On Kings behold it breakfast, dine, and mp : 
Now Bhaii she praitCy and try to make k up. 

Why will the snnple world expect wise things 
From lofty folk, particularly Kings? 

Look on their poverty of education! 
Ador'd and flatter'd, taught that they are Glons ; 
And by their awful frowns and nods, 

JoYE-LiEE, to shake the pillars of creation! 

They scorn that little useful Imp call'd Hii^o^ 
Who fits them for the circle of Map kind 1 
pRiBE their companion, and the World their hate ; 
Immnr'd, they doze in ignorance and state. 

'. * . 

Sometimes, indeed, Gr^at Kjvos uiO condescend 
A little with their mhje&s to unbend I 

An instance take— A King of this great land, 

In days of jfore, we understand, 
Did visit Sal'sbury's old church so fair: 

An Earl of Pembroke was the Monarch's guid^; 

Incog, they travell'd, shuffling side by side ; 
Aud into the Cathedral stole the Pair. . 

The Verger met them in his blue silk g^WQ, 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rev'rence down, 

Low as an ass to lick a lock of hay ; v 
Looking the frighten'd Verger through and through, 
. All with his eye-glass — " Well, Sir, who are r^ou ? 
" What| what, Sir?— hey. Sir J" deign'd the Kiog 
to say. ~ 

Bb2 «Iam 



2/& AN APOLOGY fOR KINOf. 

<* T am the Verger here, most mighty * King : 
*^ In this Cathedral I do ev^ri/ thing ; 

" Sweep it, an't please Jrcy, Sir, and keep it clean.*'' 
'^ Hey? Verger! Verger! yoij the Verger E — heyr" 
^' Yes, please your glorious Majesty, 15^," 

The Verger answer'd, with the mildest mien. 

Then turn'd the King about towards the Peer, 
And wink'dy and laugh'd; then whispered in his car,. 
** Iley, hey— what, what— fine fellow, 'pon my word r'. 
*^ I'll knight him, knight him, knight him—hey, mj 

« Lord?" 
Then with his glass, as hard as eye could strain^ 
He kenn'd the trembling Verger o*er again. 

" He's a poor Verger, Sirb,'^ his Lordship cry'tf ? 

^^ Sixpence woald hamdsomel^ requite him^'* 
" Poor Verger, Verger, hey?" the King reply 'd: 

" No, no, then, w^e won't knight him^no, won't 
** knight him." • 

Now to the lofty roof the King did raise 

His glass, andsKipp'd it o'er with sounds of praise; 

For thus his marv'ling Majesty did speak r 
^* Fine roof this, Master Verger, quite complete: 
<< High — high and lofty too, clean and neat : 

** What, verger, what? mopy rhop it once a week?'* 

" An't please your Majesty," with manr'ling chops^ - 
, The Verger answer'd, " we have got no mops 

" In SaJ'sb'ry that will reach so high." 
*' Not mopf no, no, not mop it," quoth the King^ 
*^ No, Sir, our SaVsb^ry mops do no such thing ; 

^^ They might as well pretend to scrub the skyJ** 

* The Reader will he pleased to observe, that the Verger, of all the 
tonsr of the Churchy was the only one entrusted with, the rcyai attentions 



MORAL 



419 APOLOer F0« Kllt«l« 27? 

MOaAL. 

This little anecdote doth plainly show, 

That loNOBANCE a King too often, lurches ; 

For, hid from Art, Lord ! how should MoNAncB9 
know 
The natural history of mops and churches? 



STORY THE SECOND. 

FROM Sal'sbVy Church to Wilton house sograad^ 
Return'd the mighty Ruler of the Land«- 

" My Lord, you've got fine statues," said the King. 
** A Fczi)! beneath your royal notice, Sir," 
Reply'd Lord P£mbrok£— '^ Stir, my Lord, stir, stir; 

^' Let's see them all, all, all, all, ep'rj/ jthing. 

<« Who's this ? who's this ? who^s this fine fellotr here ;'* 

'^ Sesostris," bowing low, reply'd the Peer. 

*' Sir Sostris, hey ? Sir Sostris ? 'pon my i^ord ! 

" Knight or a Baronet, my Lord? 

*' One of w^ making,* what, my Lord, my making P* 

This, with a vengeance, was mistaking I 

<^ SeusosTRis, Sire," sosoft^ the Peer reply'd; 

*^ A fiunous King of Egypt, Sir, of old." 
« Poh, poh I th' instructed Monarch snappish cry'd, 

^' 1 need not that — 1 need not th<U be told." 

" Pray, pray, my Lord, who's that big fellow there;" 
'' ' Tia Hercules," replies the shrinking Peer. 
^' Strong fellow, hey, my Lord ? strong fellow, hey? 
^^ Cleaned stablest crack'd a Hon like a flea; 
<< Kiird snakes, great snakes, that in a cradle found him— 
^\ The Queen, Quee>''s coming ! wrap an apron round 
' '^ him,'' 

B b 2 OUR 
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OUR Moral is. not mecely watcr-gruel ; 
It shows that curiositj^'s a jewel ! 

It shows with kings that Ignorance may dwell :: 
It shows that subje^l&must not give opinions 
To people reigning over wide dominions, 

As information to great Folk^ is hell : 

It shows that Decency may live with Kings, 
On whom-the bold Firtu^meo. turn their backs ;: 

And shows (for num'rous are the naked things) 
That saucy Statues should be lodg'd io sadcs^ 
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ADDRESS TO ]VfY BOOK- 

AN ELEGW 



CHltD of my love, go fbrth, and try thy fate r 
FeW'aretby friends, and manifold thy fov^l. 
Whether or long or shoit. will be tliy date, 
Futurity's dari^ volume only knows.. 

Much criticism, alas ! will be thy lot ! 

Severe thine ordeal, lam sore afraid! 
Some judges will condemn^ and others not: 

Some call thy form ifuh&ia}itial-''-^thetSy shade*. 

Yes, Child, by multitudes wilt thou be tried! 

Wise men, and fools, thy merits will examine: 
Those through much prudence ^ ma;^ thy virtues hide*; 

These^ through vile rancour,^ or the dread offauiine*.. 

Proved will it be indeed (to make thee shrink)" 
What metal Nature in thy mass did knead I 

A * »J6'///w.^ process will be us'd, 1 think ; 
That is to say, large quantities oSkad, 

! By some indeed will N^itre's fuming spirit,., 

i be o*er thy form so sweet, so tender, thrown ^ 

Perchance a Master hand may try thy merit:. 
Perchance an Imp by Foii-Y only known. 

'" Now, now I fancy thee a- tifaiid'hare^ 

I Started for beagles, hound$, and, curs,, to chace! 

A mongrel dog may snap thee up unfair ; - 
for. Si*iT£ and Hunger boast but little grace* 

i ♦' Ciklled LHquation, 
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Long are the legs (1 know) and stout for running ; 

And many a trick hast thou within thy brain ; 
But guns and greyhosods are t^ mncii for Qunmngy 

Join'd to the ravenous pack M Thomas Painis 1 

And now a Lamb ! — What dieTils now a^ajs 
The butchering Shop of Cbiticism employs I 

Each beardless viliian now cuts up, and iiays : 
A gang of wanton^ brutal, 'prentice boys I 

Ah me ! how hard to reach the dome of Famk ! 

Knocked down before she gets half way^ poor Muse 1 
For many a X^out that cannot gain a name, 

(Rebus and riddle maker) now remezosl 

Poor jealous Eunuchs in the land of Taste, 
Too zceak to reap a harvest of fair praise; 

Malicioas., lo! they lay the region waste, ' 
Fire aU tliey can, and triumph at the blaze I 

Top oft, with talents blest, the cruel Few 

Fix on poor jVIebit's throat, to stop her Breath; 

How like the beauteous * Fruit,' that turns of J^w 
The life ambrosial, into drops of Death 1 

Sweet Babc, to Weymouth shouldst thou find the way I 

The King, with curiosity so wild, 
May on a suddeii sciid for thee, and say, 

" See, Charly, Petjejbl's child-— line ehUdj fine 
'' child: 

*< Ring, ring for Sjcuwbllbkbebg ; ring, Charij^, 

" riiiv ; 
^ Show it to Schewllenbbbg ; show it, show it, show 

«^ it: 
^^ She'll say. Got dem de saucif stoopid tin^y 

*^ I hate more worse as hell what come from PoeV^ 

* The mortifying powers of dew or pdo &U^^ from th« ManchUied^ 
tree arc ^versaliy kaown. ' 

Yet 
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Yet will some Courtiers all at once be glad ! 

Leeds, Hawksb'rt, Sal'sb'ry, Brude^ell, will 
rejoice; 
Forget how oft' thy Brothers made, them mad. 

And echo through the realm the royal voice* 

And then for Me hb Majesty may send ; 

(Making some people grumble io their gizzards) 
With Drake's new place, perchance, thy Sirg befriend! 

First Fly-catcuer to good Queen CuARLorrt't 
* Lizards ! 



* The story of the Lizards is as follows ; — At a Board of Green Clotb 
lately, which assembled, as usual, with due- i^roruni, to deliberate on 
the species of food proper to be given to the Lions of Buckinghani*House, 
the solemnity of the meeting was interrupted by the sudden Gothic ir- 
ruption, ana self.introdu^ion, of a servant of Sir Francis Drake, ooeof 
the Honourable Board; which, servant, a tine Devonshire Dampling^ 
opening an ell-wide pair of jaws, exclaimed thus : ** Zur Vrancis Tixi 
•* a rent to ax if yow've a coit + enny J more Vlecs § — ^Have ye cort 
«« enny, Zur Vrancis?" The Baronet hemmed, winked, nodded, 
knitted his brows, stared, ahnigged up his shoulders, blew his nose, 
bit his lips at poor Numps ; but all the face-making hints were thrown 
away. " Why Zur Vrancis, I zay (continued Numps) Madam 
•* Zwellinburg waiith to know if yow've a nabb'd enny more Vleei ?** 
The Board stood amazed ! — Sir Francis blushed for thc^rj/ time. At ' 
.length, recovering from his confusion, and bidding the fellow, in an 
angry tone, go about his business, he very candidly informed the Board, 
that her Majesty had lately received a present of Lizards ; that she had 
ordert:d Mistress Schwellenberg to atjchfiies for them ; but that to ob- 
lige Mistress Schwellenberg, who kindly invitod him to dine with her 
three or four times a week^ ht promised to assist her in her fly-hunt f 
in short, to be h«r Deputy Flycatcher ^ and not First Fly-catLher^ aft 
,^ F-le^y erroneously proclaimeth. 

+ Fit caught. X Any. ^ Flies, * 
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THE cumour of an intended and speedy a|)plication to 
Parliament for more Money for the Kin©, gave birth 
4o the following Odes. Though by no means an advocate 
for Mr. Paine* s violent system of Revolution, I am too 
much the Poet of the People, jiot to sing for a Reformation, 
To the Odes is subjoined a sort of make-weight Poetry. As 
the pieces are alluded to In the Odes, I deemed it not amiss 
to publish them— To be sure, they add to the pn'c^ as well 
as the hulk of the Pamphlet ; .but, as I still profess myself 
free from political corruption, notwithstanding a wicked 
leport to the contrary, (for ckEAT Poets as wdl as great 
IC^xros ma^' be traduced) I flatter myself that thou -wilt'be 
proud of the opportunity of paying a small tribute % Public 
Virtue, 

P. P. 
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ODES 

TO 

MISTER PITT, &-tf. 



ODE I. 

MORE Money wanted!— 'tis a brazen lie ; 
'Tiff Opposition's disappointed cry ; 
iL poison'd sliaft to tround the best o£ Kings* 
More money ! — 'tis a poor invented story 
Ta cl6ud with dire disgrace the King of Glory ; 
Damn'd shears to clip his Fame's exalted wings. 

! More Money ! — tis a little dirty tale 

j To sink of popularity the gale, 

I That wafts the name of George to utmost earth j 

I A snake that should be strangled in its birth. 

More Money ! — 'Tis a party trick so mean, 
To make us sick of our good King and Queen \ 
I We have no more to give — a truce to grants, 

\ That make the State a field devour'd by * wants ; 

I The rust that eats the cannon — the rank weed 

I That dares the vessel's course sublime impede ; 

1. * Another word for a mole. 

Vol. II. Co Th# 
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The worm that gnaws its native keel, th*^ ingrate^ 
And opes the world of waters for its fate ; 
A spreading cancer that demands the knife, 
Thai, wolf-like, preys upon the Nation's life. 

More Money ! — ^what aiiound! the solemn bell 
That tolls the Constitution's knell. 

Clap a hot iron on the patriot tongues, 

For loading spotless Majesty with wrongs ; 

Nay, tear, those tongues, th' offenders, from their holeSj 

Foul pumps, that pour the froth -from poisoh'd souls. ^ 

The Monarch scorns to ask a penny more ; 

Tax'd to the eyes, his groans the State deplore : 

Away, then. Defamation's baleful breathy 

That blows on Virtue's l)ud the blight of death* 

Yet, should it happen that the Best of Kings 
Should whisper to his Minister strange things^ 

And bid thee money ask, the tempting curse; 
Then^rrwfy Thou, the Nation's steward, say 
(With re?'rence due to Royalty, I pray), 

^'. Dread Sir, have mercy on your People's purse t 

<^ O King, your calculations hdje mbled ye z 

^' Millions on millions you haVe had already. 

^' Oh ! let Discretion * from the Virtue band 

^f Be call'd to Court to take you hy the hand. 

<^ Yon really do not know how rich you aret 

^^ Your wealth so wond^rous makes your subjects star«, 

^' Squeez'd from great cities, towns, and hoTels : 
.^* HawksU'ry and Coutts can show &uch heaps -of 

^' treasure, 
*^ Such loads of guineas for the royal pleasure, 
'' Hcav'd into iron chests with shovels; 

• This Is fruitless advice, I fear — ^The Passions arc too powerful 
Cor the gentle Vzatjuss. See tny beautiful Address to those Ladxss m 
l^sWork. 

^« Tjheii 
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<^ Then hovr can Majesty be poor! 

*^ Your co'ffers, Sir, are running o'er ;- 

" Thanks to Economy, of golden views, 

<< Who meads old breeches, and twice soles old shoes !" 



ODE H. 

SAY to the King, (but with profonnd respect^ 
For who woald manners unto Kings neglect? j 
^^ Dread Sir, to Hospitals you little grant, 
** Your magic name supplying ev'ry want : 
^^ And, then your mutton, veal, and beef, you kUI> 
^^ The stomachs of your favoured Few to HU : 

** And, lo ! you kill your own delightful lambs, 
^^ And beat old Bakewell* in the breed of lambs i 

** And never wish to keep a thing for linery : 
<< Thus are parterres of llichmond and of Kew 
*' Dug up for bull and cow, aod ram and ewe,- 

^^ And Windsor Park, so glorious^ made a swineiy* • 

<^ And, lo ! your Dairy thriving, let me say^ 

^' As not one drop of milk is giv'n away ; 

*' So says your little-dairy-maid so sweet, 

<^ .Whose beauties many a smile so gracious meet ; 

^' And smiling like the blooming May, 

<^ Who shoiYS the- milk-score cv'ry day. 

^* How then can Majesty be poor ? 

'^ Your chests^ Sir, must be running o'er. 

t* Your Oratorios, that eic pen ces bred, 

<< And Duke of Cumberj^and f , so dear^ are dead^ 

• Wc have more revercacc tHan to say, a Brother Grazier of th* 
North. 

t By ihe death of the Duke, a large annual Income reverted t« his^ 
Majesty. 

C c 2 « That 



^^ That gave (His said) ypur Majesty much paijt; 
« The Nation kindly paid your Doctor's bills, 
*^ I mean the Willises, for toil and pills, 

<^ That brought you to your wisdom, Sire, again ; 
*' Then how can Majesty be poor ! 
<< Your coffers must be running o'er. - 

' << Cabbage and carrot without end 
^* The Windsor Gard'ners * daily send ; 
<< Proud that their yegetables ^oad the board 
<^ Of Britain's high and mighty Lord I 

*^ 01 this, their glad posterity shall boast ; 

<« For such an honour never should be lost : 

*^ Thus shall they cry in triumph to their neighbours, 

^' CjROwn'd were our great great great forefathers. ^ 

'^ bours ; . 
-^' Whose praise through F^j^g's long tTumpel eveie 

" rings, " . 

^' For giving cabbages to Kings !. 

*' Presents of ev'ry sort of thing are made, 
^^ Without the slightest danger of offending, 

^^* Either from g^odemen, or men in trade ; 
*' Your Majesties are both so condescending : 

^^ Folks for acceptance never beg and pray ; 

^' For presents never yeX were turned away. 

*^ People meet much encouragement indeed^ 
'^ For sending rarities and pretty things : 
^' Although such, rarities ye do not need—* 
*^ Such is the sweet humility of Kings ! 
^' Then how can Majesty be poor ? 
" Your coffers must be running o'er, 

^^ Gardwentertainment 'tis ye chiefly give, 
*' By which the Chandlers scarce can live : 
^ For soon as. e'er ye- leave the little rout^ 
'^ The candles are immediately blown out, 



* Not now. — Sec the progress of Admiration. 



So 
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^' So qtlickly seizM on by some candle-shark, 
^' Ladies and Gentlemen are in the dark *; 
^^ Where what has happen'd, heav'n alone can tell^ 
^' As Darkness oft turns pimp t' undo a Belled." 



ODE IIL 

SAY to the King (but, as Vvc said beforCy 
With due respect), /' by-G — , you can't be poor* 
^' Sometimes a little Concert is made up^ 
'' Where nought is giv'n to eat or sup— 

'' Wliere music makes an economic pother ; 
** Where with a solitary twcedle tweedle, 
*' A pretty melancholy fiddle 

^^ Squeaks at the absence oi his little brother, 
*^ Whose presence would be much enjoy 'd, 
** But costs too much to be em ploy 'd ! 
** Where Fischer's instrument (a frugal choice) 
^' Serves both for hautboys and for voice— ^ 
*^ As BiLLiNGTON and Maua, to the King, 
*' And that perverse Storage will not sing f . 

*' Lo ! }9y FQO>« WoMAN*s order (fionpon hper !) 
'^ The pretty, hannless, modest Maids of Honour 

' *• At the breaking- up of a Royal Card-party, thi* is constantlv 
done :-r.4he poor Maids of Honour, .and the Gentlemen, may g^ope 
their way haw they can. 

+ When Monsieur Nicholai, his Majesty's Jirst favourite, JirsC 
fiddk, and Jirst news-monger, went with his Majesty* & comtna^i^s tc^ 
Madam St*****, to assist at a sort of a concert at Buckinghi^m- 
bouse, the Songstress sTmlingon him with the most ineO^ble contempt, 
asked him, *< Wllat, Nlcholai, I am ^ sing at the oJd prke, I sup- 
pose?" meaning nothing — '• My compliments to youi Master and 
Mistress, and trll them I am better engaged." In short, the insoleace 
of singers and pcrfonncrs is intolerable. In other countries, the bare, 
honour of singing and playing to Majbsty is thought am/>/^ recompenu A 
j^ui »tfw, indeed, the >Jcrccnarih txpect mone^ rcmunfration ! H 

" -Cc a «^Are 



'^ Are forcM ta£u^nish for their beds the sheet j 
<< The pillcw-c^sea too,, says Fame^ 
<< By 0|rder of* some high-cprnmaBding^ Daipe^ 

'^' To whose 9weet soul economy is sweet.. 

<' Dear Maids of Honour Y what a sin of sins^ 
<< That Britain can't accommodate your skins^ 

** Poor Generosity .is ^adiy km'd ; 

^' And yet the noble beast was ne*er rode hard— 
'^ Pale, cold £conomy seems qiiite asham'^d, 
,• ^^ Who never plays an idle card: 
^^ Nay, Avarice, her mother, with surprise 

Turns up the whites^ sasad, of both her eyes.. 



(( 



*^ To Wit ye nothing give, to Learning nought: 
'^ Lo, in his garret Mathematics pines, 

** Where, hungry after bread and cheese and thought^ 
^^ He forms with brother spiders useless lines t 

*^ Th' ei^pence of * New Year's Ode is felt no more I 
^^ Thus is that needless, tuneless hubbub o'er : 

^' All praise must centre in the Birth-day Song t 
^^ The Virtues must be lump'd together— yes L 
And (hen (if subjects may presume to guess), 
^^ The Laureat need not make it veri^ long< 



a 



^' A had of praise is nauseous stujQT—- 
'^ SiHE, don*t you think, at times, on&Une enough J 
*^ What's christen 'd Hjlerit often wants a crutch j 
'^ Thus then a single line may be too much. 

'** In Yain the First of Poets tunes his pipe; 
^^ His whistlene'epsqueea'd sixpence from your^ipe-^ 
*^ Vain ail Epistles, vain his heav'nly Odes : 

•^ This Court Farce, in conseqaence of a scantiness of public virtue^ 
and a universal riclic.ule, was, for a season or two, dismissed. Great 
events^ however, unexpectedly happenings thjt L^tIc warlwop has beea, 
called in again to couad their praiMs. 

. .*<No, 
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^^ No, no I poor Peter may his strain prolong ; 
^^ The dev'i a farthing will rcwafd his song, 
^< The song that should harB celebrated Gods ! 

<^ In Tain for RojaJ patronage he sigb'd : 

^^ In Tain (^oxn^ say) the modest Bsurd appl y^d 

" To gain his book youK patronising name. 
^' And if this Bardy viiom all the Nive inspire, 
^' Instead of gen'rous oil to feed his hre^ 

c< Finds Q<Qii^ cold water Hung upon his flame: 
<^ If he, ah I Tainly sighs for dedicattua, 
*' Woe to Wu^VDitlings of the Nation I 

^^ What though uncouth his shape, and dark his face; 

'' Whose breeding Mother raigiit for charcoal long; 
<^ Still may the Bard ahound in verse and grace, 

'' And love /or Majesty, dhinelij strong. 

- <^ .Then heed, not, Sire, a clumsy form so fat, 

'' And sombrq phiz. Dame Nature's work unkind^ 
^^ Great mousing qualities, with many a cat^ 
^'.Of perfect ugliness^ a lodging tind. 

^' Observe a fat, blacky greasy lump of coal ; 
'^ Lo, to that most ungraceful piece of earthy 
*^ A warm and lively lustre owes its birth ; 

** A flame in (his worldy pleasant to the soul I 

^' To shapeless clonds, -that, waggon-like, along 
^^Movecumfi'i'OHSjSCOwling on the the twilight heaT^n, 

^' At times, behold, the purest snows belong I 
" To such, of rain the lucid drops are giv'n ; 

<^ Nay, 'mM the mass so murky and lorlom, 

^^ Behold the lightniag*s vivid beam is born t" 

Say, ^' Mighty Monarch, modest Merit pines^ 
^^ Hid like the useless gem amid the mlaes. 

'' Your gracious smile, which all the world reveref, 
*^ Your wealth had opened her pale closing eye, 
<^' Which Hope once brighten'd with a, spark of joy, 

^^ And cruel Dxs^poiNiki^x quench/d with tears. ^9 

-.-» - ODE 
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ODE IV. ] 

THEN uDte Majesty shalt thoa repeat 
'Ilie lines that are to Majesty a treaty 
Proverbs that economic souls reTere ; 
To tcU — ^' A pin a day's a groat a^year"-*- 
** A little saving is no sin** — 
<< Near is my shirt,' but nearer is my skin''-^ 
<^ A penny sav'd, a penny got?*— 
^^ 'Tis money makes the old mare trot"— » 
Then say, " With such wise counsellors^ I'm sure 
** No Monarch ever can be poor." 

Say too, ^* Great Sir, your Queen is Tery rich • 
** Witness the di'monds lodged in ev'ry stitch 

*^ Of Madam's petticoat*, of broad efiulgence^ 
^^5 Where flame ^uch jewels on its ample field, 
*^ As only to her charms and virtues yield, 

^' So very noble, God's and Mao.'s indulgence I 

Now may'st thou raise thy tone a little higher— « ' 
*^ Not ^Squire^ for that's impertinent^ but " Sibe,'*^ ' 
Firm shalt thou say, *' The Reahn is^ot a wizai^d^ 
^^ Quick, with a word, to make the guineas start, 
^^ To please a Monarch's gold-admiring heart-^- 
^^ In short, BaiTiLNNiA grumbles in her gizzard*. 

^< Sire, let me say, the realm will smell a rat^. 
*^ And cry, ^ Oh i oh 1 I know what ye are at L 

' Is thi« your cunning. Master Billt Pitt ? 
' What Master BillV ! try to touch his Grace ? 
^ To koep your- most, most honourable place i 

^ Is this your flaming patriotic fit ?. 

• This famous petticoat affordeth a plbasant history — one part of 
Vhich is, that it wa$ watched all night by a certain Great Man, on ^ 
jpartiKular occaiion^- to prevent it& being ctolca.. 
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< Thick as may be the head of poor John Bull, 
^ Th& beast hath got squw brains withia his skull ; 
^ A pair of dangerous horns, too, let me add : 
^ Dare but to make the generous creature mad.'' 

Thus may'st thou decently thy voice exalt— 
And add, ^' Soft fires, O Monarch, make sweet malt ; 
<^ The kiln, much forc'd, may blaze- about our ears, 
<< And then may Fate be busy with his sheers-— 
<< For then, with all his fame, your daring 'Squirb 
<< May, rat.]ike, sqpeak> unpitied in the &re.*' 

Procl^avthat Reputation i& a jewel, 
Ai)d life, without it, merely water-grnel : 
Say, that a King who seeks a deathless name^ 
Turns nqt to ne^s^pqp^$ i^ find a fame; 
Where paragraphs (a Ministerial job) 
Report the hait^own bowlings of a Mob* 

Inform the Monarch, when he goes to hear'n^ 
Verse to his parting spirit may be giv'n ; 

Ev'n Peter's verse, for which a thousand sigh—* 
Verse which the Poet ef 'b to Brutes * can give, 
To bid their lucky names immortal live. 

Yet to a King the sacred gilt deny I 

Say, *^ Sire, we've crippl'd the poor people's backs » 
*' Poor jaded, worn-out, miserable hacks ; 

*^ How 'tis they bear it all, is my surprise ! 
*^ I cannot catch another tax indeed, 
^* With all your fox-houuds' noses, and my speed, 

'' Your humble greyhound, thoitgh all teeth and eyes* 

*^ The State, Sir, you will candidly allow, 
** Has been t'ye a most excellent milch cow ; 

♦ This is literally true. I, the Lyric Peter, assert, that I have 
written a most laeautMul £legy to aii old Friend, a Dying Ass, with 
more feeling than I could compliment the death of half the Kin^a in 
Christendom* 

« For 



^^ MORS MONElr. 

« For ^Uy too, many a bucket has been filPd— « 
<^ But trust me, Sir, the cow must not be kiU'd^ 

*^ So numerous arc your wants, and (het/ bo keen^ 
" That vcrijy a hundred thousand pounds 

*^ Seem just as in a bullock's mouth a bean ! 
" A pound of butter 'midst a pack of hounds } 

*' Hare mercy on us, Sir — you can't be poor-*^ 

" Your coffers really must be running o*er»'* 

Say, <^ Sire, your wisdom is prodigious great ! 
** Then do not put your serrant in a sweat— 

*^ He hates snapdragon — 'tis a game of danger-^ 
'* -The sound, more money ^ the whole realm appals ; 
<^ Still, still it vibrates on Saint Stephen's walls ; 

<' Our beast, the PuBUc,soon must gnaw the manger.'^ 

-Say, ^^ Good my Liege, indeed there's no more hay j 
^< Kind-hearted King, indeed there's no more corn 3 

•<< Our hack. Old England, sadly falls away ; 
^' Lean as lean Rosinante, and forlorn." 

Say, ^^Sire, your Parliament I dare not meet ; 

** For verily I've some remains of grace: 
*^ If forc'd with money-messsgcns * to greet, 

*' Your Majesty must lend meH ry^s face. 

^^ I know 

• The cry of " More money, more Money,'* brings to recoUeaio* 
a little dialogue, amongst the many, that happened between the King, 
of thi Mosqtiitoes and myself, in the Government-house at Jamaica, 
during the administration of the late Sir Williarn Trelavmey. — His 
Majesty was a very stout black man, exceedingly ignorant, nevertheless 
possessed of the sublimesl ideas of Royalty : very riotous, and grievi- 
ously inclined to get dnink. He came to me one day, with a voice 
more like that of a bullock than a king, roaring, «* Mo drink for King, 
•* mo drink for King !'* 

King, you are drunk already* 



^^ I know what Parliament will say, so mad— ^ 
* I/LoT^ money, Masteu, Billy ! je/y fine ? 

* The impudence of highwaymen, my lad, 
' By G — ! is perfect modesttf to tlune* 

^ Sixe, Sire, the moment that 1 mention Monet 

^^ I'm sure the answer will be ^ NiwJfY Nokny." 



ODE V. 

NOW, Pitt, put forth a small prophetic sound ; 
Say, " Kings shovld keep their state, but not 
^^ be rich"— 
Yes, say, ^' they never jshould with wealth abound^ 

^' As money might the royal mind bewitch." 
Say^ ^' Gambling Monarch s possibly may spring, 
'' And Stocks be at the mercy of a King— - 
^' And if for Boroughs sigh their great affe^tioas^ 
" Rare business for the Devil at ele^ions ; 
'< A Monarch offering his own heads and notes! 
*' A King And Cobbler quarrelling for votes I" 

Then lift thine head, and also lift thine eyes,- 
Aiid drawing of thy mouth the corners down, 

Exclain, (as stricken with a deep surprise) 
<< Not that I think a man who wears a crown 

King. 

No! no! King no drunk — Ring no drunk — ^Mo drink for Klo^;''^ 
Broder George love drink (meaning the King of England.) 

P. P. 

fifoder George does not lov« drink : he is a sober man. 

King, 

But King of Mosquito love drink — ^me will .have mo drink— ac 
jiove drink like devU->-me dank ^holcocean. 

W^uld 



1 
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<' Would a6l so meanlf, Sir, or erer did— 

<^ No ! God forbid, dread Sovereign^ — God forbid !*• 

Such are my counsels, Pitt. — Thy King, percbaac^^ 

May, smiling, hear thee oracles ad?ance ; 

And pitying thee for hinting reformation* 

To such a King of such a Nation, 

May stmn thee with two proverbs all so pat — 

« What, what, Pitt— ^ Play a jig to an old Cat?* 

^' What, preach — what, preach to me on Money-wit I 

< ♦ Old Foxes want no tutors,' Billt Pitt." 



The follomng Elegt/ was wriifen on the Royal Scftetne 
of fattening Cattle soleltf on Horse-chesnutSy which 
(had it succeeded) must have been attended with prom 
digious savings. ' The Bullocks tried whttt they could 
doy but ^oDere forced to give up the pointy und nearly 
the ghost ! 



THE ROYAL BULLOCKS, 

A CONSOLATORY A]J;D PASTORAL ELSGT. 

/T7"E horn'd inhftbitants of Windsor Park, 
X Where reign'd sweet Hospitality of yore, 

Why are ye not as merry As the lark ? 
- Why is it that so dismally ye roar ? 



• Reformation is a most difficult and dangerous subjeft. — Hazard in ^ 
a Critifvi on the work of a very eminent Artist, some years ago, wha 
Mm the consequence E — See the Ode, 

Ah 



Ah me ! I guess the cause !--^our glorious Ring 
Wouldiakeu cattle in the cheapest way-^ 

It is, it is, horse-chesnuts 1 — that's the thing 
Which gires each face the cloud of dire dismay. 

Say, do the pripkles stab each gentle beard ?, 
iTe wish t' oblige the King ; but, ah ! with pain 

Ye turn them round and round, to bite afeard^ 
And, &intly mumbling, drop them out again. 

F^in wouFd I 'comfort jou with better meat— ^ ' 

God knows I pity e?ery plaintiye tone- 
Gladly your gwns with turnips would I greet, 
And give the fragrant haj^ to sooth each groan. 

Say, are tiie ftute too solid to be chew'^d ?-«• 
Of want of nut.crackers do ye complain ? 

Ye wSike up awkward months upon y^nr food 9 
But plaint of evVy sort is pourM in vain« 

Condenn'd on such bard fate to s«p and dtnc^ 
And oftfen by its stubborn nature rotl'd^ 

Perhaps ye wish it roasted, gentle Kise, . •* 

Or probably ye wish it stew'd or boird. 

Bnt coals cost money — labour must 'be savM-^ ) 

Now, this would prove a great Axpenee indeed : 

Ah^ Kibe, by such economy ciose-shaf'd, ' 

Your bellies grumble, and your mouths must bleed 

Your leanness raortrfies the King of Nations : 
Displeas'd he wonders that ye Mon't g^-ow fat : 

Your high back-bones employ his speculations^ 
Much your lank bellies exercise his chat. 

The Man whose -lofty )^adfidorns a <?rown, - 
That stoutly «t^ies biiKocks, pigs, and books, 

Wants mufeh to s^ee you knock'd by butchers dowQ^ 
And hung in fair «rray upon their faook«. * " 

YoL. U Dd Yet, 
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Yet, munn'ring crcatnres, life is vastly sweet— 
For lifc^.werc I a bullock, I should sigh : ' 

Much rather make a sacrifice to meat ; 

Live on horse^chc^nuts^ than on iurnq)s tUe* 



A MORAL REFLECTION^ 

ON THE PRECEDING ELEGY. 

HOW can the eye, in Nature's softness drest, 
So harden'd^ see the diif 'rent tribes around ; 

Behold the grazing cattle all so blest, 

And lambkins mingling sport with sweetest sonnd ; 

Then glistening, in a train of triumph cry, 

'^ Your throats, young gentlefolks, will soon be clit— 

^' You^ sweet~Miss Lamb, ^nost speedily shall die— > 
<* Soon on tEe spit, you, Master Calf, ^be puti** 

How can the tongue, amid the mingled noise 

Of goose, -duck, Turkey, pigeon, cock, and lien, 

JSxclaim, ^^ Aye, aye, -good fowls, your cackling joys 
'^ Soon cease, to fill with mirth theinouths of men }** 

I cannot meet the lambkin^s asking eye, 

Pat her soft neck, and fill her mouth with food, 

Then say, " Ere evening cometh, thou shalt die, 
<^ And drench the knives of butchers with thy blood.** 

I cannot fling with lib'ral hand ibe.^ahi. 
And tell the feather'd race so blest aroiitLd, 

<< For me ere night, ye feel of death the pain ; 
<^ With broken necks ye flutter on tbe ground* 

« Htnr 
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*• How vile !— Go, creatures of th' Almighty^s hnQd ; 
I ^< Enjoy the fruits that bounteous Natuue yields ; 

<< Graze at your ease along the sunny land ; 

'^ Skim the free air^ {Uid search the fruitful fields : 

I << Go, and be happy in ydur mutual loves ; 

<< No violence shall shake your sheltered horn 
f '< ^Tis life and liberty shall glad my groves ; 

I << The cry of murder shall not damn my dome/' 

Thut should I say, were mine a house and land— . 

And^ lo I to me, a parent, should ye liy, 
And ran, and lick, and peck with love my hand, . 

And crowd around me with a fearless eye. 

I And yon, O wild inhabitants of air, 

I To bless, and to be blf$t, at Peter's call, 

I Invited by his kindness, should repair ; 

I Chirp on his roof, and hop amidst his halL 

"No schoolboy's hand shoiild dare your nests iovade^ 
And bear to close captivity your young : 

Pleas'd w^nld I see them, flutter from the shade. 
And to my window call the sons of song. 

And you, O natives of the flood) should play 
I • Unhurt amid your chrystal realms, and sleo^: 

No hook should tear you from you loves away j 
No net surrounding form its iatal sweep. 

Pleased should I gaze upon your gliding throng, 
To spart invited by thd summer beam ; 

Now moving in most solemn march along^ 

Now darting, leaping from the dimpled stream. 

How'far more grateful to the soul the joy. 

Thus daily, like a set of friends to treat ye, 
' Than, like the bloated epicure, to cry, 

'^ Zounds ! what rare dinners ! —God ! how I could 
« eat ye I" 

Dd a ELjEGY 
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, ELEGY 

OH 

HT DYING ASS, PETER. 

FlIEWD of my youthful days, for ev^r past^ 
When vliim Mid hftTOleas folly ral'd the hoor ^ 
Ah 1 art*thou stretcb'd amid Utt straw at laft !-«« 
' These ^yef^ with tear*' thy dying looiu doYOur. 

Blest, wonld I soften thy hard hed^ of death, 
And with new^ floods the fount of life f upply : 

Yes, Peteb, l>Ie8t would I prolong thy l^ach^ 
ItBDew each u^rve, and che^r thy beamiest eye; 

But wherefore wish ? Thy lot is that of all : 
Thy friend who mourns, must yield to NATusE^a 
law-—* 

Like thee must sink, and, o^er each dark'nieg ImH, 
Will Deatr^s cold hand th' eternal ciictaia draw*. 

Piteous thou liftest up tfiy feeble head, 

And mark^^t me dimly, with a dumb adieu ; 

And thus amidst thy hopeless looks / read, 
^ Faint is thy servant^ and his moment* few.. 

'^ With thee no more the hills and vales 1 tread f 
'^ Those times, so happy, are for ever o'er! 

<^ Ah ! why should Fate so cruel cut our thread, 
'' And pait a friendship that must meet no more I 

^' O, when these languid lids are shut by Fate ;. 
, ^* O,. let in peace these aged limbs be laid 
<' 'Mid that lov'd field which sa\* us oft of late, 
*' Beneath our fa«i6.'dte willow's amj[^)le bha^p! 

^ And 
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*< And if my Master chance to wander nigh, 
^^ Beside the spot where PETsa's bones repose^ 

<^ Let your poor servant claim one little sigh ; 
^^ Grant this — and, blest, these eyes for ever close/' 

Yes, thou poor Spirit, yes-^/i^ wbh is mtne— 
Yes, be thy grave beneath the willow^s gloom«-* 

There shall the sod, the greenest sod, be thine; 

And there the brightest liow*r of Spring shall bloonr. 

Oft to tke field as Health my footstep draws, 
Tby turf shall surely catch thy Master's eye ; 

There on thy sleep of death shall Friestdsuip pause, 
Dwell on past days, and leave thee with a sigh. 

Sweet is remembrance of our youthful hours, 
When Innocence upon our actions smil'd ! 

What though Ambition scoruM our humble powers,' 
Thou a wild cub, and I a cub as wild ? 

Pleas'd will I tell how oft we us'd to roam ; 

IIow oft we wander'd at "the pc«p of morn ; 
Till Night had wrapp'd the world in spcctred gloom^ 

And Silence listened to the beetle's horn. 

Thy ♦ victories will I recount with joy ; 

The Yarious trophies by. thy Mcetness won ; 
And boast that I, thy piaytellow, a boy, 

Beheld the feats by namesake Pet^o. done. 

Yes, yes, (for grief must yield at times to glee) 
Amidst my friends I oft will give our tate; 

When, lo ! those friends will rush thy sod to see, 
And call thy peaceful region Peter's Vale i 

♦'Peter's. racing powers were truly great ; and for size in 1 strength 
he might justly have been called the Henula of Jack»asses. It would 
probably be too ludicrous here to afRrm, that for a sostenuto he might, 
vrith equal jutticCy havt been styled uot only the Marckesi^ but the 

Dd * AN 
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AN ACADEMIC ODE. 

l^T%is Ode was ixriiten some years since^ and vMf mis^ 
laid; but is fortunately recovered^ It Jmifeth at tlie-^ 
Ufiiversal rage for Reputation, mid attacketh Painters 
^cho pitifully zeince at the gently^refortning touch of 
Criticism. , 

ALAS !* w ho has not fondoess for a name ? 
Lo, Nature wove k in our mfant frame ! 

F|iom csir^delighters, down to ear^confbunderSf, 
Each wnly fancies he possesses killing tones; 
Ev'o from the Ma&as and the Billingtons, 

Dewn to the wide^mouth rascals crying flounders^ 
Nay y. watchmen deem their merits no way& small. 
Proud of a l^bud, clear, melancholy bawl ;.- 
Nay, proud too of tl^t instrument, the rattle^ 
That draws- the holkUing' brotherhood to battle^. 

Yes, yes ! much vanity's in Knman nature — . 
Like mad dogs, that abhor the vttaler, 

The Painters hskte to, hear their faults display ^d^ 
And though I feing.tliem in the sweetest rhyntes,. 
Such are the reformation-cursing times^ 

The foolish fellows wish the Poettdead ! 
Now this is huge depravity,,! fear ; 
My Tale, too proveth it as noon-day cleac*. 



THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP." 

Mynheer Van Trump, who painteth very well, 
FJara'd-at my gentle criticisms, like hell — 

<* Poorvretch(cry;dTRU^MF) Pm much,dftt rogue'** 
'' superiors—- 
** Ven he, poor lousy dog, be ded and rot, 
^ Van Trcmf by pepels vill not be forgot, 
*^ But iif in ali dbe mouthn of my posteriors:* 

• Mealing^ 
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Meaning, indeed, by this sererity, 
His name woiild live ta all poster it if. 

Upon a day, some goodly folks and fin« 
Arrived, to. barter pcaisefor beef Mid wine; 
Academicians were the wight^^. f trow^ 
The Tcry men to dine frith V^n and Vbow.. 

To Madam Ti(nMP*d4d^£iril the carving work ^ 
So sticking in a fowl's soft breast h.T fork — 
" I wish this fork'** (quoth angry jVtiidaiii TttUMr>/ 
Wriggling from side to side her angry, rump) 

'* Were now as deep i'n Petku Pi.ND.iiCs heart."—- 
" Veil zed — dat's clever — Jantlemans, dat's Tit,^' 
Quoth Van — " spake it vonce more, my dear, a bit— » 
" Now don't you tink, Sirs, dat my Vrow's dam 
** smart? 

« Nowr, Jantlfrmans,^ I' ax yaw if yon please,'^* 

Roar'd Van, upstarting— catching fire like tinder— 

" To drenk vwi dam goot bumper 'poii oar kiuies— . 
" Come, Sirs, ^' Damnation to dat Hi:t£ii Pij^daV* 

Plumb down the great Academician* fell, 

And hearty drank. th' iniviortal Bard to hell. 

Such is^ Fblnsh^to-say, the dev'Ush mind. 
Too oft contaminating poor Mankindl 

Here too a little Moral may be seen r 

Reformers are good folks the million hafe^ 

And who, Ifhang'd, or shot, or burnt, i ween^ 
Iiui)eutant3 lind .their iolly out, tw) late. . 
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•niE 
PROGRESS OF ADMIRATION ;. 

OR, THK 

WrXDSOR GARDENERS. 

WEEN fir? t tbetr Majxstiss to Windsor went, 
Lq ! aIiDQ£i^T'ry curious moutli was reitt — 
With what ? — wife gaping on the Royai. PAJitt 
Indeed frovx East^nd West and North and Sonth^ 
Arrived large cargoes bath of eye and mouth, 
To feast <hi Majesty their gape and stare.. 

Not Punch, the mighty Punch, the prince of joke^^ 
E'er brought together such a herd of folk. 

Amongst the thousand fulF of adhHratioi?, 
Appear'd fair Windsor's Gardening Nation^, 

Blazing with Loyalty's bright torches : 
They humbly came their Majesties to greet, 
Begging their MAj^sxies tacome and treaty 

On ev'ry sort of fruit, their grand Allforches. 
The Couple smil'd assent, and ask'd ^rand questions^. 
Resoly'd to gratify their grand digestions. ^ 

Forth, went his Majesty, so condescending-^— 
Forth went qjux gracions Queen, the. fruits commend!'-* 
ing— 

Munching away at a majestic rate ; 
The Gardeners saw^ themselves besprcsad wUh glory t 
Told unto all the ale-houses the story ; .« 

Which houses did again the tale relate. 
Yes, they were all so pleas'Z^that their poor (h£ng$ 
Should find such favour, ia the mauth» of Kings«— 

, So 
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So happy nt the snddeii inrm of fate, 

As thongli they all had found a fine estate* 

With awe deep stricken wei^ the Gardenem mate-^ ' 
So sharp they ey'd them as they ate their frait— 

Marv'ling to iiiid that such as wear a crown 
fiad*ad;Ion^ very iu4ch like tksirs in eating; 
And that they mov'd, when pines and nect'rrQes greetings 

Their jaws like other people, up and down ; 
And that/ like many foiks^^ they ate a deal'mm, 
Making (that is to say) a plonghman's meal. 

And now the GARPENsas, all to glpfioiis, wantei 
To send to Majesty rare thing8«^'t#a8 granted* 

Both horse and foot so laboured to embark it I 
So miich indeed unto their Graces came 
In consequence of this mo^t loyal flam^^ 

The palace look'd like Covent-Garden Market* 

And, lo ! their Majisties went forth each day, 
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay : 

The Gardeners met them with best looks and bows; 
And then the royal reputation rais'd— 
The vegetable wisdom highly prais'd 

Of Gfioi^Gp the glorious, and his glorious SpotrsB* 

Thty told of Windsor town the gaping throng, 
What taste did unto Majesty belong ; 

As how they pick'd the ^cd/— strange to relate too^ 
As how their eyes were of §uch lofty stature ; 
Fill'd with so much sublimity their nature, 

They look*d not on an onion or potato^ — 
Which show'd a noble patronising spirit, 
And prov'd that ev'n in fi-uit they iavour'd mmi^ 

Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wonder I 
PrepAte thee now to hear a sound like thuuder ! 
The Gardeners, lo! with Majesty grew tir^dl 
No more their gracious visitors desired ! 
In short, when Monarciis did themselves display. 
The Gardeners, bond Jide^ ran a)Vdy ; 

Finding 
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Finding a sort of vacuum 'mongst their fruit, 
That did not much their scheme of thriving suit^ 

For Majesty gives nought to subjedli-, mind— 
Honour and money woaM be much too kind : 
The royal smile, and guinea's glorious rays. 
Like Semele*, would kill them with the blaie^ 

They now began exalted birth to smoke. 
And fancy Monarois much like common folk :. 
Therefore no more, when Majesties were coming. 
Whistling and laughing, smiling, singing, hummii^^ 
They gap'd, and, blessing their too happy eyes, 
Leap'd at their presence, just like fish at flies. 

Thus did those fellows run from Queek and Ring ; 

Which shows the changeful folly of mankind— ^ . - 
By growing tir'd and sick of a good thing. 

To adtuid happiness,, alas ! stone-bliud ! 

For what in this our earthly world can springy 
That's equal to a wise and glorious Rii^g ? 
What in this world of wonders can be seen, 
That'ii equal to a sweet and generous Queeii I 
To fancy otherwise, alas i what sin it is I 
From such profane opinion how I shrink f — 
There must be something great, for ihe^^ too think 
Themselves great Gods,^ or cousins of Dirinities I 

No more those dogs the Gard'ners ponder'd haw 
To say fine words, and make a loyal bow ; 

^o more they felt a choaking in the throat : 
No more look'd up and down, and wink'daskew^ 
Poor souls! and silly, wist not what to do. 

When with vast awe the aoYAx visage smote.. 

No, no ! the scene was most completely alter'd— » 
No longer like some stupid jack-ass halter'd 

* The story of Semek, noc being known to every one, isth'rs: the 
young lady, ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in all hxi glory, perished 
amidst the sublime eiful^eocc of thc^od.. 

Besi'de, 
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Beside a miller's door, or gate, or post. 

In deep and silent meditation lost. 

To Majesty were drawn their heads so thick— 

No-^-thejr were off-^1 admiration-sick ; 

The smiles of Majesty deem'd farce<— ail A«m, 

The co&rorsationJ — Lord! — ^not worih ajilum ! 



'SUCH Is sad repetition, O ye Godsl 
And this.maj really happen to my odes!! 
Men of liuge titles and exalted places 

Should at a distance commonly be seen—- 
£ye8 should not be familiar with their faces ; 

Then Wonder goes a courting to each miea. 

Lo ! Noteltt's a barber's str^ and hone, 
That keenness to the razo^'-passions gives t 

Use weaceth out this barber's strap or stone 4 
Thus 'tis by Ndjelty, £njoym£Nt lives* 

In IjOvcj a sweet example let us seek : 

I have it— Cynthia^s soft luxuriant neck— 

Fix'd on the charm, how pleas*d the eye can dwell ! 
How sighs the hand within the gauze to creep, 
Mouse-like, and on the siiowy hills to sleep, 

Rais'dby the most ficticious, gentle swell ; 
liike gulls, those birds that rise, and nowsubside^ 
£lest on the bosom of the wavy tide. 

£ut let the breast be comjftoit—all's~ undone; 

'Wishes, and sighs, and longings, all are gone ! 

Aw^ay the hurrying palpitations fly ! 

Des)«e lies dead upon the gazeless eye ! 

Sunk into insipidity vs rapture! 

Thus finisheth of Love the simple chapter ! 

^f his is A]^t^iiy lesson, though not new ; 
A lesson fit for GjentUe or for Jew i 

For 
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For LoTE, the cooing, sweet, perluuivlB pig^a, 
Gains all the globe indeed to his relijgioii s 
Throughout the world his humble vetYies ptay, 
And worship hita exa^ly the frame ways 
Other religions kill>-are torn by stf ife ; 
XiOYEAr^M^, and^ what's sweeter still, gives Yt/^f 



ADDRESS TO THE VIRTUES. 

AN ODE. 

AH, Virtues, ye arc pretty-looking creatnres; 
But then so meek and f^t^le lA y<»*r«iiiil«rei9 1 
Thou chaitaiog CiUBtntY now, par tsj^emj^e^ 
Who guard'st tile luscioHS lip, and raowy fefoStst^ 
And all that maketh wishing shephcirds Mest, 
Forbidding thit^ves on sacred ground to trample* 

Appear but Lote, the savage, all is loftt $ 

Fakit, trembling, blushing, thoft gir'«t up th^ ghi^^t ; 

Lo, there^ an end of all thy mining cafe ! 
The field so guarded, in the Tt*Aifrt'S pow't* $ 
Each fence toi'n down, despoird each mossy btrw'r. 

All, aH is rudely plunderVI, atfd kfcM bar^ 

Virtues, ye blundered on the world, I fear — 
Design'd, I ween, for so^iFte fliore ^^nHe «pheirc ; 
Where the-wild Pa^si^^s «toittti y^ Mt, nor tea2« jt ; 
Where cv'ry animal's ar mtid MAACitEfiaL. 

I know your parentage and edueatioft--*- 
Born in tlie skies-*- a l^y baWttition ; 
But for a perfect system were intended, 
Where people nerer n6eA\ed U> bei^^oyliA^ 

How 
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How could yi think the Passions to withstand. 
Those roaring Blades, so out of all command, 
Whose slightest touch would pull ye ail to pieces ? 
They are Goliaiis — ^you but little Misses! 
Then pray go home again, each pretty Deaa— 
Ye but disgrace yourselves by coming here. 



THE 

PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE. 

A Mighty Potentate, of some discerning, 
Inquisitive iudced ! and fond of Icarnihg, 
From Windsor oft danc'd down to Eton College, 
To make himself a pincushion of knowledge; 
That is, by gleaning pretty little'scraps 
Of Cii^sAii, Alexander, and such chaps. 

There sagely would he oft harangue the Master 
On IioM4::K, Virgil, Pindar, my relation, 

Fast as a jack-fly, very often faster— 
Now jack-Hies have a sweet acceleration. 

Oft ask'd he questions about ancient Kings—* 

Natural ! because :so like himself— Great things! 

lle*ask'd if C.^-Sar ever did insist, 

That if his Minister would keep his place, 
That Ministers should always have the grace 

To mind deficiencies of Civil List; 

Whether great C-^sar ever sent hjs j ons^ 
To stw^y all the Classics and great gun-J, 

And bring (ii arj, and science home a store, 
To GorriMitN (his money wisely hoarding) 
AsGoTTiNGENis vastly cheap for boarding 

Young gentlemen whose parents are but poor. 

Vol. 1L E e 
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He ask'd if Cj;sar's soul was fond of knowing 
What air the neighbourhood was daily doing ; 

What went into the pot, or on the spit — 
How much in house-kecping they yearly sj)ent, 
And if, like honest folks, th^y paid their rent^ 

Or gave of Tidtuals to the poor, a bit. 

If CiFSAR ever to a Brewhouse went. 

With Lords and Indies of his Court so grand, 
And hours on hops and hoops and hogsheads spent, 
So wise, with some great Wuitbread of the land; 
And tarried till he did the BrcMcr tire, 
And make the Brewer's horse and dog <idmire; t- 
And curious draymen into hogsheads creeping, 
Sly rogues^ and through the bung-holes peeping. 

Whether great Caesar was so sly an elf, 

As from the very servants to inquire. 
And know much better than the 'Squire ^im^e/f^ 

The business of each neigh'bring 'Squire: 

As why the coachman Jeiiu went away ; 

Which of the drivers Joan the cook defil'd ; 
Which of the footmen with Scsanna lay, 

And got the charming chamber-maid with child. 

He ask'd if Cesar's serrants all 

Were, cat-like, all good mousers, earn'd their wages^ 
Sought news from street and tavern, bulk aiid stall, 

l^ike NicoLAi, the Prince of Pages ; 
And whether C^sar, with ferocious looks. 
Found a poor tray'ling Louse, and shav'd his cook«* 

If C^sAii's Minister ^ave half-a-crown 

To shoe-blacks, and the sweepers of the town, 

To howl, and swear, and clap him. at the Play ; 
And, when unto the Seaate-house he rode. 
To spread their ell-wide lantern jaws abroad. 

And roar most bulUlike when he came awaj. 

He 
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He ask'd if mighty CiESAn's wife 
liad ever Maids of Honour in her life, 

Like any modern economic Queen ; 
And if, of sweet and saving wisdom full, 
The saving jBmprt*ss ever miade a rule, 

So keen, indeed so ^cry^ Ycry keen ; 

That all the herd of honourable maidi^ 
Who wishM tg sleep in coroforuble beds, 
Should purchaikt their own sheets and pillow-cases, 
To treat their gentle backs and blooming faccs. 

Whether great Cjiisar, fond of heaping riches, 
Wore shoes witu holes, aiul piocini to his broeches; 
If C^sALi gave his servants handsome wages. 
Conversed with hobby .gioouis, aui jok'd with pagO«. 

If Cesar and hb Empross us'd to pop 

Their heads, so grand, into a tradesmaQ'« shop, 

And haggle lor a pennyworth oi tape; 
And eke for Hannel, inkle, thr«»ad, or check—- 
. Or yard of red cloth for the EuipVor's neck- 
That is to s»y, to make his coat a cape. 

If CjEs.iR recommend t*d Juns to Lords, 

Such as the Castlb-ta v£Rv, for best cheer ; 

In strong, indeed, and most persuasive words. 

Praising the landlord's wine, and bread, and beer* 

Also the landlord's stables and soft beds. 
To lodge their own and horses gentle heads; 
Ordering Lordii there with sill their cash to part- 
But never, never go to the White Hart* 

He ask'd if mighty Cesar lov'd humility, 

That is, in subjects only, viz. Nobility ; 

And eke the Commons^ deem'd a vulgar mass, 
Form'd by the wisdom of Almighty God, 
To carry on their backs a heavy load, - 

Just like a came), elephant, or ass, 

Ee3 If 
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If Cjesar cot up palaces for pens. 

And unto butchering strongly did incline ; 

Sold geese and turkeys, ducks, and cocks, and hens, 
And fattened cows, and calves, and sheep and swine; 

In rams snrpass'd him (of ram-glory full) 

Or, glorious, erer beat him in a bull. 

He ask'd if C^sAR did not find 

Some cunning fellow for a hind. 

Prepared with strange accounts to meet litm, 

And in his pigs and sheep and bullocks cheat htm; 

And whether Cje^sar did not sHly watch him; 

And wJiat were Cjesar^s traps to catch him* 

If, like Peg NiCHOLSoy, on mischief busy^ 

A Mantosumaker drew a nosty knife, 
To cleave the£mperor in twain, the hussey^ 

Frightening the Emperor out of his life. 

He ask'd if Italy was haJf so blest, 
As Knglaad, in that Prince of Painters West ; 
And if there ever liv'd in Rome^s great town 
A man who stale like Rjbtkolds, a renown ; 
A man, indeed^ whose Tilely-daubtng brush 
Puts Painting, the sweet damsel, to the blush: 
Then askM if Cjgsa^ ever had the heart 
To givts a shilling to tint Painting Art. 

He ask'd if Casar, 'midst his dread campaigns, 
Felt bold, whene'ei' well dous'd by rushing rsuns ; 
Boldly not caring ev'n a stn^\e fig, 
Although they spoil'd a bran-new Tyburn-wig ; 
When Tnidst the doughty regiment of death, 
On some wild Wimbledon, or huge BlackJbeath^ 

He ask'd if C^sar ever star'd abroad^ 

(Instead of staring, as h^ ought, at home) 

For-Archite^h with trash the land to load, 
And raise of gaudy gingerbread a Dome*: 

♦ The Royal Acadcmjf. 

Such 
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Sach as is rkis'd by that rare Swede Sir Will, r 
The grioning jnouth of Ridicule to fill. 

"Whether the curious Cesar sent to Greece, . 
For statues costing lieav*n knows what a-picce; 
Then putting^nder ground a world's rare boast*, 
To enCertain a toad or ghost. 

.Such were the questions, with a thousand more, 
He ask^d, to swell of knowledges the store; 
That fell like starlings on the ear, in flotks— 

Sure keys for opening Mother Wisdom's locks: 

• 

Rare keys that ope the twilight vaults of Time; 
A thief who, with a sacrilegious pride, 
Dclightcth something ev'ry day to hide. 

Sacks full of prose and sweetly-sounding rhyme. 

Such questions, with a manner quite unique, 
The monkey boys to mimic soon began ; 

And lo I of mimicry ^he saucy trick. 
Like wildfire through the College ran* 

liOrd ! hinder them !— there could be no such thing-^ 

Thus ev'ry little rascal was a King! 

*■ A cast, and the only one, of that famous Famese Hercules, 
having been jpcocured at a considerable expence, as well as trouble, for 
the benefit of the StudenU pf the Royal Academy) and the admiration 
of the world in general, is now thmrt away into si dark hole ; the 
building being rather calculated for the support of butterilies than 
heavy antiques. The following short dialogue was written oa'tlM 
occasion :-— 

A DxALOCVB between Two Statues, in dn upper Roma of tii 
Royal Acaokmy. 

first Statue* 
« What keeps old Hercules belinu, 
«* A fellow of such rare renown ? 

Second Statue, 
<« Plague take thee! hold thy tongue— for know, 
«♦ Should he come up, we all go dffuin,'*- 

, Ee3 This, 
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This, Fahs, who seldom lessons sounds, did bear^ 

With all its horrors, to the Royal ear: 

The consequence, die School had cause to rue-— ^ 

To schools the Monarch bade a long adieu ; 

Of Eton journeys gave th' idea o'er, 

Ajid) angry^ neTer mention'd C3»ab n^oret 
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TO MR. BURXB. 

TO IRONY. 

TO LORD LOKSDALK. 



TO TBB XING. 

TO TBE ACADEMIC CHAlRft 
TO A MARGATE HOT. 
OLD SIMON> A TALB.. 



THE JUDGES; 

Oft, THX 

WOLVES, THE BEAR, AND INFERIOR BEASTS* 

A FABLB. 



— ■ ■ ' Skpositi, suoMXS mbcetis'^ofts, ^ ^ \ 

^weeubriar, hawthorn, IHies, Dettlta^ roses r 
What a nice bouquet foiall sorts of noses I 



tudinats innocuis vtrhis^ nee Mere pienquam 

Mens nostra MartiaIm 

J*» Vshse's sweetness^ mildness, itone deny: 

lord ! playful ^niAWOtddnot wound ^fiy% 
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ODES OF IMPORTANCE. 

f RESIGNATION; 

I 

AN ODE TO THB JOURNEYMEN SHOEMAKERS, 
7Vko laiefy refused to work, except their Wages were raised. 

SONS' of Saijit Crispin, 'tis in yain ! 
Indeed 'tis fruitless to complain ; 
I I know ye wish good beef or ?ca# to carve; ■ 

But first the hungry great must all be fed ; . 
Mean time, ye all must chew hard musty bread^ 

Or what is commonly unpleasant, starve. 
Ypur MaHerSy \ik.e j/ourselvesy oppression feel -^ 
It is liot thej^ would wish to stint'yuur meal : 

Then supk your paws, like bears, aad be resi^n'd^ . 

Perhaps your sins are many, and if so, 
Heav'n gives us frequently, we know. 
The Great as scourges for mankind. 
Your Maxiers soon may follow you, so lank-* 
Undone by simple confidence in Rank, 

The royal Richmond builds hi? state on coals; 
Sal'sb'ky, and Hawksb'ry, lofly souls. 

With their fair Dames must have the ba)l and rout : 
Kings ifiust our millions have, to make a glare ; ^ 
Whose sycophants must also have a share; 

But pout not— -'tis a libel, Sirs, to pout— 

Clos'd be your mouths, or dread the jail or thong: . 
Ye must not for your money have^ song. 
Cease, cease your rtots, pray, my friends : 
It answereth (believe me) no good ends— i 
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I know ye wish to see on gold, so good, 
King George's head, that manj a want supplies : 
So very pleasant to his people's eyes, . 

A» pleasant as the head of flesh and blood. 
MoNEv's a rattling sinner, to be sure : ^ 

Like the sweet Cyprian girl (we won't say tr/i—e) 
Is happy to be frequently em ploy 'd^ 
And not content by one to be en joy 'd; 
Yet, liiCe the Great-ones, with fastidious eye 
Seems of inferior mortals rather shy.' 

Then go, my friends, and ^hew your mouldy bread 
'Tis on our shoulders Courts must lift the head. 
Remember, we are only Oxen yet- 
Therefore beneath the yoke cOndemn'd to sweat : 
But gradually we all shall change to Mejut ; 
And then! ! ! what tken? — Ye heav'ns ! why then 
The lawless sway of Tyranny is o'er— 
Frid£ fallsp and Britain's sons are beasts no more ! 



ODE TO BURKE. 

AH, BuRTRE ! full sorry is tTie Muse indeed 
Thai thou art from the Patriot Phalanx lied ! 
1^'or what? To crouch, and Sftatter Queens and Kings? 
Meanly to mingle with a courtier gang, 
That Jnpamy herself would scorn to hang — 
Such a poor squalid host of creeping things! 

Has madness fir'd thy brain ? Alas ! returh : 
Tiiy fault in sackcloth and in ashes mourn : 

Join not a Court, and Freedom's foulest foes— 
Repentance, 1o1 shall try to wash thee white : 
Then how| not, Edmund, 'mid the Imps of Night ; 

Swell not the number of a flock of crows. 

What 
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What murky cioud, the vapour black of Courts, 
(For many a cloud the breath of Kings supports) 

Attempts thy reputation's spreading beam ? 
"What black-like Demon, with the damnedest spitc^ 
Springs on thy fame, on Glory's sacred height, 

To souse it in Disgrace's dirty stream ?— 
^las I if Majesty did gracious say, 
*^ Burke, Burke, I'm glad, I'm glad" you ran away; 

." Tm glad you left your party — very glad— 
^^ They wished to treat me like a boy at school ; 

^^ Rope, ^ rope me like a horse, aii ass, a mulo-« 
^' That's very bad, you know, that's very bad. 

^^ I hate the Portland Junto, hajte it, Burk£<— 

^' Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw a cork— 

*^ Nothing but empty dishes, empty dishes— 

'^ We've got the loaves and lishes, loaves and fishes.** 

I say, if thus a mighty Monarch sp<^e 
As usual — not by way of joke^ 

Did not the speech so with'ring make thee shrink? 
Didst thou not imtard^say, '• I've damn'd myself*^ 
^' Why, what a miserable elf!" 

And then upon e^ch old acquaintance think ;. 
And with a sigh recall those attic days. 
When Wit and Wisdom pour'd the mingled blazcl 

BtRKE, Burke,, most easily do I discover 

Thou loathest the weak smile that won thee over— 

From Tr ry borrow'd, ne'er to be returned! 

IC'en now thou art not happy at thy heart- 
It sighs for Wisdom's voice, and pants to part 

From fellows by the honest Virtues spurn'd. 

Thy tongue has prorais'd friendship with a sigh— 
For, lo! th'/mterpreter of thoughts thine eye 
Hangs heavy, beamless on the motley band, 
To whom thou stretchest forth thy leaden hand ! 
Yes, slowly do^s that hand of friendship move: 
The startled Courtiers feel no grasp of love: 

Vou'II. Ff 
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, A cold and palsied shake of gratiiJation, ' 
As though it trembled at contamination 1 

O Buuke! behold fair Liberty advancing—- 
TiiuTH, Wit, and Humour, sporting in her train : 

Behold them happy, singing, laughing, dancing, 
^ Proud 01 a Golden Age again! * * 

When all thy friends (thy friends of late,. I mean) 
Shall, flush'd with conquest, meet their idol Queen, 

The Goddess at whose shrine a world should kneel ; 
W^hen thei/ with songs of triumph hail the Dame, 
Win not thy cheek be dash'd with deepest shame, . 

And Conscience somewhat startled feel? 

Ah! will thine eye a gladsome beam display; 
Borrow from smooth Hypocrisy's a ray, 

To hail the long-desir'd return? 
Speak, wik thou screw into a smile thy mouth, 
And welcome Ljuerty, with Wit and Truth ; 
^ And for a moment leave thy gang, to mourn ? 
Yes, thou wilt greet her with a half-forc'd siuile, 
Quitting thy virtuous Company a while. 

To say, " Dear Madam, welcome— -how dy'e do ?*• 
And then the Dame will answer with a dip, 
Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip, 

<^ Not much the better. Mister Burke, for you.^ 
Poor Burke, I read thy soul, and feel thy pain- 
Go, join the sycophants that Ldisdain. 



ODE TO IRONY. 

OTIIOIJ, with inouth demure and solemn eye. 
Who laughest not, thou Quaker-looking wight, 
But makest others roaring lau^h outright. 
Thus chasing widow Sorrow, and her sigh — 
O Thou who formest pills to purge the spleen^ 
No more in Britain must thou dare he seen? 

Thefe 
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There was a time, but not like our's so nice, 
When thou couldst banish Folly, nay, and Vick — 
Leagu'd with thy daughter Humour, damsel quaint, 
Aiid Wit, that could hare tickled e'en a Saint. 

But times arealter'd! Certain Greybeards sbj^^ 

*' Ye Tagabonds, you've had indeed your day; 

^* But never dare to shew your face agen, 

*^ To take vile liberties with lofty men. 

^* Grin, if you please — with joke the world regime-** 

*^ Yet mind, a Critic hears you, call'd a Jail." 

But, lo ! fair Liberty divinely strong ! 

A patriot Phalanx leads the Dime along. 

Tuou, Wit, and Humour, shall adorn her train—- 
And let me proudly join the noble Few ; 
' Whilst, to the cause of Glory true. 

The Mus£ shall shout her boldest strain. 

E'en I, 'midst such a patriot band, 
Will gain importance through the land ; 

Rise, from a poor Extinguisher, a Steeple— 
And, O Ambition, hear thy suppliant's pray'r, 
A sprig of thy unfading laurel spare. 
And crown me, crown me Poet of the People* 



ODE TO LORD LONSDALE. 

FIE, fie, my Lord! attack a saint-like Poet I 
O, let not AsKALON, nor let Gath know it! 
What ! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin groan I 
- O Lonsdale ! genuine Poetry is rare, 
Half of our verse, adulterated ^are; 
I spe_ak of otherU verses, not my own* 

Ff2 " Ahl 
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/Ml! stop not, stop not Peteb's tuneful throat 1 
Hereafter, he may warble in thy praise, 

AVho so surpasseth thous^ands in his note, 
A Philomel amidst a flock of Jays. 

Tke banbhment of Ot^jd into Thrace 
Did CiGSAii's glory grievously disgrace ; 
Dropp'd on his coat of arms a stain of ink, 
And made the honest pen of IIisT'av shrink. 

l^hou vrho shott'st SbrjCamt Bolton through the foot, 
. At least did make the Serjeant shoot himself: 
O think hoi^ thoumayst suiier in repute, 
By falling on a harmless rhyming elf! 
Reveiyge herself would blush at such a deed; 
For Poets always were a dove-like breed. 

Fire at a great Law Serjeant— then let fly, 
Bounce, on a simple Rhymer such as I, , 

Great condescension verily requires : 
What sportsman at the pheasant aims, and then 
Hunts in his humble bush the twitt'ring wren ? 

On grouse and grasshoppers what Qioitai fi(e9 ? 

At London frequently we meet 
A lofty Camel in the street, 

Moving with state-unwieldiness along; 
We also see a monkey on his hump, 
Now, with an arch grimace, from head to rump 

Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng— 
Against Lord Chesterfield's grave maxim sinning^ 
The merry grig, that is to say, by grinning, 

Now this same Camel, a well-judging beast, - 
Feels not.of goading ridicule the least; 

Calmly the ruminating creature goes, ' 
Poking his head, and shaking it in guise, 
Much like great noctoa Johnson, calPd the wise 

For pulling ev'ry Scotchman by the nose, 

Whea 
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m 
When ponderous moving through the Northern track^ 
With dapper Jemmt Boswei^l on his back* 

Now would not ev'ry mortal smile, 
1*0 see this Camel all so full of bile 

Bouncing unhappily about, 
Dancing, and staring, grunting, kicking, moaning, 
And like a creature in the cholic groaning, 
' Making for playful J acko all this rout ? 

When Hawksb'ry, Salisb'ry, Leeds, and more beeide, 
Fe^ng the tinsel on the back of Pride 

Might tarnish by an acid drop of rhyme. 
And consequently lose the magic rays 
That call forth Admiration's gape and gaze. 

And make her think she views the true Sc'slime.*- 

I say, to Majesty when those great Lords 
Pour'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words ; 

A^, " Hang that Peter Pindar, if you please;. " 
^^ Make the graceless varlet understand 
^' What 'tis tq smile at Rulers of the land— ^ 
'^ A beggar that disgraces his own iieas. 

*' Sire, Sire, th' AItorney-Gexeral's tiger gripe 
^^ Would quickly stop the Raggamulfin's pipe ; 
<^ Then for bis laugh at Grandeur let hiui swiugj* 
" No," quoth the King — 

^' If rm hot hurt, my Lords, i/ou may be quiet: 
^' ^Tis ioT ij ourselves ^ i/oicr salves J you wish the- riot— 
"Yes, yes, you fear, you fear, that Peter's Muse 
^'' Will hang i/our Grandeurs in her nopsc. 

<^ No, no,'my Loifds, *M^Donald must not sq^ueezehim ;. 
^* You see I give up New-year Odes, to please him; 
'' A ad faith, between me and the post and you, 
" Ifear the knave will get the Birth-daj too;. 

* The AttorneY-Genecal.. 

If 3 « No, 
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*^ No^ no— letPETEE sing, and laugh ^ andHfe: 
^^ I like tft read his works-^KingB are fair game: 

^* What thbug)^ he bites — ^'tis glorious to forgive. 
'^ Go, go, my Lords, go, go, and do the same*. 

** Should Peter's verse be 'm the righij 

^' Our condu6t must be in the wrong: 
" Poor, poor's the triumph of a little spite— 

^^ We must nat hang a subje^ for a.soug.. 

" My Lords, my Lords, a ^whisper I desire: 

*' Dame Liberty grows- stronger-^some feet higher;: 

^^ She will not be bamboozled^ as of late: 
*^ Aristocrat e Sf la lanterne 
*' Are very often ch^ek by jowl, we learn, 

*' Within a certain neighb'ring bustling Statfe-L 
*^ 1 think your lordships and your GraceS 
" Would not much like to dangle with wry faces*. 

*^ Butranm, my Lords — mum, mum,, my Lords — mum,, 

" mum : 
*^ You must be cautious for the time tacome: 

" The People';5 brains are losing their old- fogs; 
*^ Juries before the Judges won't look slink ; 
fi No, no — they fancy they have a right to think : 

" They 5ay, indeed, they won't be driven like hog$^ 

" No Starch ambers, no Starchambers for them^^ 
^' Slavery's the dev'l, and Liberty a gem. 
*^ You see, my Lords, their heads are not so thick :< 
*' Take care, or soon you'll have a bone to pick; 
'' And p'rhaps you would not like this same hard bone ; 
*' So let the laughing, rhyming rogue alone." 

Sweet Robin of the Muse's sacred grove, 
W^hose soul is butter-milk, and song is love; 

So blest when Beauty forms the smiling theme; 
Who wouldst not Heav'n accept,, (the sex so dear)' 
Had charming Woman no apartments there. 

Thy morning vision, and thy nightly dream— 

MU* 
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Mild Minstrel, could their Lordships call thee rogac, 
Yarlet, and knave, and vagabond, and dog ? 
What! try to bring thee^ for thy harmless wit, 
Where GREYBEAitDs in thfeir robes terrWic sit,. 

With san6tified lon^fortunc-telling faccs^ 
Whilst Erskine, eldest-born of Ridicule, 
From solemn Irony's bewitching school, • 

Tears to na-Judgelikc grins, the banging Graces^ 

Meek Poet, who, no prostitute for price, 
Will never san6Mon fools, nor varnish Vice; 

Nor rob the Muse's altar of its_ ilame. 
To brighten with immortal beams a King 
(If FiiEEDOM finds no shelter from his wing,)- 

And meanly sing a Tyrant tuto flame ! ' ^ 

Thus, Lonsdale, thou bchold'st a fair example 
Of greatness in a King— a noble sample T 
• Thou cry'st, « What must I do? on thee I call."— - 
Catch up your pen, py Lord, at once, and say, 
^ Dear Peter, all my rage is blown away ; 

*^ So, come and eat thy beef at Low xher-Haljl.'* 



QDE TO THE ACADEMIC CIIAIK^ 

ON THB. 

EleSiio7i of Mr. West to the B^f^sidency. 

HOW art thou fallen, thou owcehigh-lronour'dCHAiRr 
Most hedgehog-like, thou bristlest up my hair*. 
But possibly I'm only in a dream : 
If so, immediately O let me wake; 
Good Morpheus, drag me from this sad mistake: 
Oj^cn my eyes, or, lo| 1 shall blaspheme.. 

By 
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By heavens! it is no vision— 'tis too plain ^ 
That thou, poor imp, art fated to sustain 

Of Bi^NJAMiN th' abominable b-m. 
What ! after Reynolds, to take up with West.!, 
Th* antipodes thou seekest, I protest; 

From Juve's grand thunder^ to aa infant's ^uni; 
The lightning courser to the creeping mole; '^ ^ 
The world's wide orbit, to a spider's hole; 
From some fair column, or Corinthian dome^ 
Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb ! 

And yet, on recolledlion, that old throne,. 

In Westminster's fair Choir for two-pence shewn,. 

WJiich b©re the Edwards, Harrys of our Isle, 
Has been oblig'd (a truth most melancho%/^ 
To shrink beneath a leaden load of folly, 

And cit£Ty meanness that can man 'defile^ 

TLy virtue is gone out of thee, I weeiv! 

Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled micn^ 

That jealous envy'd thee thy tow' ring^ fame, 

All with one Toice exclaim. 
And all the poignant pow'r of ridicule,. 
^^ He is not equal to an old joint stooL 

^' He who of late so lofty held his crest, 
^' Array'd so gorgeous in a crimson vest,, . 
^' He now is worse than us poor humble hacks, 
^' With not a single rag about our backs.' 

^' Get thyself burnt, thou sad degraded creature; 
^^ Go, bull some poor old Wasiier woman's water: 

'' Or get thyself to skewers and crocksticks turn'd.; 
<^ To. some dead beggar's coffin give each nail,. 
*' And yield thy velvet to some strumpet's tail: 

^' For, know, thou shouldst no longer be adom'd.'^ 



1 



Tfufs speak thy brother Chairs I And yet 'tis cruel, 
As thpu wouidst rather bi? cut up for fuel, 



Qc 
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. Or rest the backs of beggars in the street : 
' But, lo ! West fills thee, by his King's commands ; 
jLov^d by his subjedls— ;f<?flr'rf by foreign lands-— 
And full of wisdom as an egg of &eat I 

*' I like West's works — he beats the Rafiiafx school t 

*^ I never lik'd that Reynold* — 'twas a fool — 

*' Painted too thick— a duuber — Hwon't, 'twon'tpase— 

<^ West, West, West's pictures are as smooth as glass ; 

<< Besides, I hated REYNoiiOs, from my heart : 

^< He thought that I knew nought about the art. 

^^ West tdls 5ie that my taste.,is very pure— 
<^ That I'm a connoisseur, a connoisseur: 

*' 1 like, I lik^, 1 like the works of West,"— 
Thus dotlrowr King, in sounds so gracious ciy : 

Which proves that Kings with little can be blest, 
And give the wings of eagles to a iiy I 



OLD SIMON. 

- A TALE. 

FOLKS cannot be for ever sniv'ling — no I 
With fountain noses that for ever How-— 
The^>'orld would quickly be undone ; ^ 

^Widows, and lovelorn girls, poor souls, would die; 
Aqd for his rich old father, sob and sigh, 

And hang himself, perchaunce^ a hopeful son ; 

And, for their cats that happ'd to slip their breath. 
Old maids, so sweet, might mourn themselves to death ; 
Sorrow may therefore have her decent day, 
And smiling Pleasure con^e again in play. 

Nol 



S90 ODES OF IMP0&TA2f€B« 

No! /oiks can't brood for ever tipon Grief r- . 

Pi.EA9URE must steal into }ier place at last; 
Thus then the heart from horror finds relief, 

Snatch'd from the cloud by which it is o^ercast^ 

Thus was an anger'd Lord my constant theme, 
illy constant thought by day, my constant dream: 

Tejkrs at his image oft burst out, with sighs: 
At length Charles Fox appeared* — behold the change! 
No longer after Sorrow did I range, 

But on the smile of pleasure cast mine eyes. 
Pleasure's a lass that will at length preyaU: 
Witness the littlo pleasant following tale. 

Narcissa, full of grace, and youth, and charms, 
Had slept some }M?ars in good old 'Simon's arms; 

Her kind and lawful spouse, that is to say, 
Who, following of numbers the example. 
Wishing of sweet young flesh to have a sample, 

Married this charming girl npon a day. 

For from grey-headed men, and. thin, and old, 
Young ilesh is finely form'd to keep the cold. 
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read, . 
Who warm'd the good King David, and his bed, 
Brought back^is Bagging spirits all so cool, 
And kept the King of Israel warm as wool—. 
Indeed she warmer could the Monarch keep, 
Than any thing belonging to a sheep.. 



Most virtuous was Narcissa! tot 
All purity from lop to toe; 



* With the Libel-BiUi on which the Lord Chanceltor wished to 
consult the Jud2;cs. Few aretheroen candid enough to part voluntarily 
•with power, however tyrannical — it must be torn from them. Thc» 
Judges, have been rendered independent of the Crown, by the People i 
uow let them shew their gratitude* 

As 
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As Hebe sweet, and as Diana chaste. 
[None but old Simon was allowed a kiss, / 

Though hungry as a hound to snap the bliss; 

Nor squeeze her hand, nor take her round the waist; 
Had any dar'd to givo her a green gown, 
The Fair had petrified him with a trown ; 
For Chastity, Lord bless us ! is so nice — 
Pure as the snow, and colder than tiie ice. 

Thus, then, as I have said before, 

Sweetly she slept, and probably might snore, 

In good old Simon's unmolesting arms: 
rSome years, with this Antique of Christian clay. 
Did pass in tliis same tasteless, tranquil waj — 

Ah! Gods, how lucky for such tender charmsi 

Yes, very fortunate it'seem'd to be; 

For^ had Narcjssa wedded some young chaps, 
Their impudences, all forsooth so free, 

Had robb'd her eyes by night of htklf 4heir naps. 

.And yet, on second thouglits (sometimes the best) 

Ladies might choose to lose a little rest ; 

Keep their eyes open for a Lover's sake, 
And thus a sacrifice to Cupid make. 

It pleas'd at length the Lord who dwells on high, 
To bid the good old simple Simon die; 

Slaep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it i. 
Narcissa wept, that they were doom'd to part, 
Jilubber'd, and almost broke her little heart 

So great her grief that nothing could surpass it : 
^ot NioBE mourn'd more for fourteen brats; 
J>Jor Mistress Tofts,* to leave her twenty cats. 

Not to his grave was poor old Simon hurried; 
No]- 'twas a fortnight full, ere he was buried. 

* The famous Singer. She died a few years lince at Venice, and 
left to £very cat.a legacy. 

'Tis 
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'Tis said old Simon verily did stink? 
A pretty sermQii on th* occasion giv'n 
Prov,'d his good works, and that he was in heav'n-: 

Scrapij too of Latin did the parson Hnk 

iJnto the funeral sermon, all so sweet, 
The congregation and the dead to greet: 
For every Wife that is genteelly bred, 
Orders a sprig of Latin for the dead. 
And of a sprig of Latin what's the cost?— 
A poor hall.guiDea at the most. 

Latin sounds well — it is a kind of balm, 
That honoureth a corpse just like a psalm; 
And, 'tis belicv'd by folks of pious qualm, 
lleav'n wo'n't receive a sbul without a psalnl. 

But now for poor Narcissa, wailing dove! 
Nothing, — no, nothing equall'd her dear love; 

Siich tears and groansjburst forth, from eyes and mouth; 
Where'er she went, she was so full of woes, 
Just like a dismal day that rains and blows 

From every quarter— east, west, north, and south; 
And like some fountains were her radknt eyes, 
Lilting a constant water to the skies. , • » 

Resolv'd to keep his image near her breast, 
She got himl)eautifully carv'd in wood; 

Made it her bedfellow, to soothe her rest, 

And tl^ought it much like him of flesh and bloo^^ 

Because it lay so wonderfuljy quiet, 

And like old Simon never bred a riot. 

'Twas for some weeks, sweet soul, her piou$ plaa , 

Nightly to hug her dear old wooden man : 

Yet, verily, it doth my fancy strike. 
That buxom widows, full of rich desires, 
Full of tine prancing blood, and Love'§ bright fi^es, ' 

Might such a wooden supplement tlislike : 
But who can answer for the sex, indeed ? 
Of things most wonderful we sometimes rcadi v 
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}t came to pass, a Youth adrair'd Mie Qarne^*- 
'Burning to satisfy a lawless flame 

With much more passion fill'd, 4be rogue than grace. 
What did he f Brib'd^one night, Narcissa's mgid, 
And got his limbs, so dev^iish saucy, laid, 

Th' impostors, in poor wootlen Simon's place: 
^usAN, though born ainong<«t a vulgar tribe. 
Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe. 

The Ihime came up, deliciouit, and undretl. 
When Susan's candle suddenly went out-*-* 

Misfortunes sometimes will attend the best — 
No matter-^Sweet Nabcissa made lio rout. 

She could not miss the way, although 'twas dark. 

Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 

In slippM the Fair, so fresh, beneath the sheet?, - 
Thinking to hug her dearx>ld oaken Lo v e*- 

But, lo! her BKOFhtLow with kisses greets! 
She trembles, like an aspen, pretty dove* 

In short, her terror kept her so much under. 
She could not get away — and where's the wonder? 
Since 'tis ao old and philosophic notion^ 
That terror robbeth all the limbs of motion. 

The upshot of the matter soon wa> this— 
Her horrors sunk, and died, at ev'ry kiss; 
And, 'stead of wishing for the man of wood, 
She seem'd to relish that of fiesli and blood« 

Next day, but not irkdeed extremely soon-«» 
Some five or six o'clock-^-the aftertioon^ 
SusAK came tapping at the chamber>door : 
(Now this was very-prudent, to be sure ; 

It had been foolish to have tapp'd till then J 
/' Well, Madam, what d'ye choose for dinner, pray ?*' 
" Fish, flesh, and fowl," the Lady quick did say — 

** The best of every thing— I don't care when," 

Vot. IL ^6 " " B^«t , 
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" But, Madam, I w^nt wood to make a fire— 
" *Tis rather late — out hands we have no time on.*^ 

'* Oh/' cried Narcissa, full of her new 'Squirb, 
^' Then, Susan, you may go and burn old Simon. 



ODE TO THE KING, 

Written some Time since, 

ANT please your Majesty, 'twas rumoured lately 
That you had got it in your head so stately, . 
That we must have a law-suit— God forbid it ! 
Whether 'tis Hawksb'ry, or his Grace of Leeu^ 
Invented such i ntended JMJstile deeds, , 

Or whether the more lofty Sal'sb*r y did it, 
I say not — but great Lords are given to chatter ; 
So, Sir, I deem it all a lying matter. 

There's <ny Lord Bluff too— C ah dig av the Or«af, 
Whose face Dame Nature never meant should cheat; 
Who, if aught hurts the King, doth shrink and winc^ 
A^faitf^ftd to his Sovereign as his Prince / 
Brimiful of loyalty his noble "breast 5 *" 

Large and fermenting like a tub of yeasti 
Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup. 
He says too, that you mean to eat me up. 

That heartily they wish it, I don't dodbt— 
Most loyal seem they in your cause, and stout ! 
You can't think how they seem to take your part ; 
And at the jfoet, as the Devil, start-*- 

1 say the Devil, Sir, because some Peers " 
Are with the Devil oft in large arrears : 
They open'd an account. Sir, long ago— 
And Satan's a great creditor, I know^ 
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.Yes, hugely do they sieni to take your part, 
^nd at the Poet, as a Demon, start ; 
Just like ti horse' or ass at^me wild l^east 
FreparM to jump upon their backs and feast. 

This Loyalty's a bird of passage. Sire; 

Likes the sun's eye-*-a comfortable fire ! 

WarmM by tliis fire, so cheerful doth she sing 

The hackM old ballad, called " God save the King/'' 

But be in trouble^ Sir, soon„ very soon 

The Ja D K vv: ill drop Uie good old tune. 

Yes— much your Lords are like the birds of May, 
Crying, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cutkoo, so gay ; 
' But if a gloomy month appear, so rough. 
And frost, and snow, and storms lay waste the land. 
Where are the pretty birds with note so bland? 
OU'f 

Spit on the Courtiers, when with praise they greet : 
What from their mouth's unhallow^ censer flows ? 

Instead of Fame's perfume, so passing sweet, 
Lo, pcrtri4 dunghUls smoke beneath thy nose! 

Good God ! that man should so far lose his nature^ 
To beg Hypocrisy to mould each feature — 
Crawl like the meanest reptile upon the plain; 
Kick'd, cuf-like whipp'd, and wJiislled back again ! 

You tell me that such reptiles you abhor. 
And that you never see my fancy* d Ciir, 
Indeed, Sir ! ! ! then I strongly do surmise 
Op levee-xlays you always shut your tyes^ 



Gg9 ODE 



330 ' ^PES OF IMPORTANdKi. 



ODE TO A MARGATE HOY. 



TTTHEN Virgil shipp'd himself for Greece j. 
^ ^ ^ Whether to. 'seape the Bailiffs, I can't tell — 
Or libels wrote, got drunk,, and broke the peace ; 
But Horace wrote an Ode^to wish, him well.. 

Wfjether, like Margate Hoys, the ship was crammfd 
With Roman Quality, bo histories Hnow it; 

But Horace swore sh^' might as well be damnM^. 
As show, her nose again without the Poet : 

In the same verse he breath'd a pious wish 

To blustVmg BoR E AS, and the King of Fbh** 

Now if a Bard, and tliat a Heathen too, 
' Could offer verse to make old Ocean quiet. 
Instruct the great King Neptvnb wito was wko^. 
And bid the God of Mackrel breed no rioU 

A Christian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode^ 
So oft with valuable people stowed,. 
That, thick as rats or maggots, from Wool Quaj 
Crawl down the ladder to their wat'ry way ! 

Go, beauteous Hoy, irt safety every inch ! 

. That storms should wreck thee, gracious Heav'n fbrbtdil 

Whether commanded by brave C a ptain Finch,. 

Or equally tremendous Captain Kiod. ^ 

Go; with thy cargo — Margate town anxuse; 
And God preserve thy Christians and thy Jews I. 

, Soon as thou gett'st within the Pier, 

All Margate will be out, I trow, ' 
And people rush from far and near, 
As if thou hadst wild beasts to show. 



♦ Neptune. 



QVeiti^s,. 
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O V«Kus, Queen of ev*ry kissing joy. 
Beneath Ihy so^t protection take the Hoy ; 
Protect eadi damsel from the dangerous brine ; 
For many a nymph it holds, thou callest thine. ' 

Alas ! the little Loves, and blooming Graces, 
Would all put on most melancholy faces. 
Should Ocean, hostile to their soft Desires, 
Overwhelming, quench for aye their am'rous fires. 

My good friend. Johnson --Mesd am es WiMDSOHt 

Kelly, 
Who for the Public, let me tell ye. 

And through St. James's street, the Park, Pall-Mall, 
Oil lead their lovely giggling tits along, 
A pretty pleasing, fascinating throng — 

Muck would they grieve to find their voyages fail : 

Like three stout men of war for safety made. 
From port to port, who convoy they«/r trade ; 
Or three protecting Ducks, that guard their brood. 
And lead their cackling young to pick up food. 

Yet not alone would those be taken napping-r- 
Great were the loss of Gentlefolks from Wapping, 
Who, fond of travel, unto Margate roam. 
To gain that consequence they want at home. 

At Ma R gate how like Quality they strut ! 

Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws ; 
Yet, -when at home are often forc'd, God wot. 

To suck like bears a dinner from their paws-«« 

Forc'd on an old joint stool their tea to take. 
With treacle ^stead of sugar for their gums j 

Buttering their hungry loaf, or oaten cake. 
Like mighty Charles of Sweden, with their thumbs. 

But Hoy, inform me— who is she on boards 
That seems the Lady of afirst*rate Lord, 
-With stomach high push'd forth as if in scorn. 
Like craws of ducks and geese overcharged with com : 

' Gga Dres^d 
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D rt'SsM in 'a gf »rgeou s damask go yv n , 

Which roses, like the leaves of cabbage, crowiv^ 

With also a bright petticoat of pink, 

To make tlie e^^e from such a Kislsre slirink ? 

Yes, who IS she, the Patagonian clame. 

As bulky as of Heidelberg ihe'tun ; - 
Her fnce, as if by brandy taught to flamfe. 

In bi'aze superior to the noonday sun— 

With fingers just hke sausages, fat things j 
Aud loacied niuch like curtain-rods with rings? 
Yes, who is sHt; liiat with a squinting eye 
Surveys poor passengers who sick'niiig sigh ; 
Sad, pale- no-i^d, ga pin ET, puling, mournful faces; 
Deserted by the bIfKmiing, smiling Graces; 
That, reaching o'er thy side, so doleful throw 
Tlie stomach's treasure to tl^e fish below ? 

*Tis Ma da m Ba con, proud of worldly goods^ 

Whose first spouse shav'd and hled--drew teeth^tnade 
wigs; 

Who having by her tongue destroyed popr Suds, 
Married a wighl thai educated pigs ! 

But, hark ! jshe speaks \ extremely like a man! 

Raising a furious tempest with a fan — 

" Why, Captain, what a beastly ship \ good God t 

'* Why, Caf)tain, this indeed is very odd I ' 

'* Why, what a grunting dirty pack of doings ! 

" For heav'n's sake,Caplain,stop the creature's sp-w-gs.^ 

Now, bark ! the Captain answers — " Mistress Bacon. 
" I t)wn I can't be with sUch mailers taken. 
*' 1 likes not vomitings no more than jfow; 
" But it so te that gentlefolks bo sick, 
" A woman hath the bowels of Old Nick, • 
*' Poor souls, to bung their mouths^ — 'twere like a " 
Jew." . 

Majestip 
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Majestic Mistress Bacon speaks agen! 

'* Folks have no business ta ms^ others sicfc : 
** I don*t knov\v Mister Captain, what you meai» 

•' About your Tews, and boW^ls of Old Nick i 
" If all your cattle will such hubbub keep, 

*' I know that I shall leave your stinking ^ift^ 

'*' Some folks have dev'lish dainty g{uts, gtxKi Lord t 
^' What bus'ness have such cattle here aboard ? 

'* Suck gang indeed to foreign places roam ! 

•* 'Tis more becerming ihbm to sp-w at home.*' 

But, hark ! thetapt»ain/)w:y&cr(j* repliej^— 
** Why, what a breeze i« here, G-d d-ran my eyes T 
*' God bless us. Mistress Bacon !* who are^on f 
*' Zounds, Ma'am^ I say my passengers Hiall «p-ui.** 



THE 

WOLF AND THE LION^ 

A TALE. 

DEDICATED TO LORD HAWKESBYRY« 

XT INGS realli^ are in genera] not so bad ; 
•"- And\herefbre I must take their part 5 
But 'tis their servants that are drunk or mad. 
With ev*ry demon trick and little art. 

Champions for Master's fame, they fire away ; 
And, 'midst the bustle of the idle fray. 
Like Uibbers, knock him od the head ; ^ 
Then, staring, wonder how he should be dead! 
Sometimes a King discovers he has eyes- 
Then for Iiimself he sees— now, that is wise. 



Onc« 
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Once on a time a Lion> not a fool. 

Though in th^ ander-class of Wis dom^s schoof^ 

Amidst his subjects had a Monkey got, 
Who^ ralher tinpud.ent epougb, . 
Would take his Sovereigns foibles off. 

Tell stories of hiiQ— miniic him— what not? 

This for the scheming Wolf was quite a feast. 
Who told the Monarch's of the Monkey's siniiing. 
Relating all his mimicry and gi inning. 

Trying lo irritate the noble beast. 

«* What, what, what doth he say ?'* the Lion cry*d— 
*' Dreaii Sir, you are most wickcily belie'H," 

Rejoin'd the Wolf with brazen face— - 
" He says that you to Mtril are no friend, 
*' And only lo a Patronage pretend ; 

*' And slight the inferiors of the Bf utal Race. 

*' He swears you don't encourage useful beasts ^ . v 
*' That for^ottr«e{^a!one you're making feasts ; 
'* And that it is beyond a question, 
'* No. beast has such a wonderful digestion ;.. 
•" That, all so saving, you would skin a stone^ 
'* And only think of number ant; 
'* A nd that it is a sin indeed and shame 
'* My La dy Lioness should do the saroe^ 
" That sycophants, who flatter, fawr)> and creep, 
'* Are really all the company you keep ; ^ 

'* That beasts of talents, whom y«u should support^ ' 
" Are all forbid to show their nose at Court.^ 

«• What ?" quoth tlie Monajich— -" what, what I doth . 
"he so?'' 

** Yes, SiRB, now hang him, and the rogue requite.'* 
*' Wolf," quoth the Lion, " rto, no, no, no, no<*« 

** I fear, I fear, the rogue is in the right.** 

Now this was noble—rlike a Kin^ in #ooM««« 
Who scorn'd to cfaoak a subject for the truth. 

TH£ 



1 
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THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, 

AIID 

OTHER BEASTS. 

A FABLE. 

A LL Ju D G fts should be mild and just ; 
•*^ This is the case with English ones, I truH: 

Such K***, E***^ shine-*-those rare law-sages t 
Neither of these a rash or hot-hraiiiM fool- 
Most charming dove-like Imps of Mes c y's school^ 

' Whose names shall live to distant ages— • 
AH meekness, sweetness, tender nature— 
And all their virtues of a giant stature L 

What happiness it needs must yield a lancf^ 
' To see such goodly men upon the Bench, 
Whom none can with a sbgle murder brand; 

Whose hearts, so pure, did ne'er emit a stenok 
Lake carrion, so offensive to our ooses. 
But scents of Ulies, violets, and loses 1 ! ! 

They never, with the faces of the Furies, 
DarM dictate,^ brow-beat, and controul the Juries i 
"' Nc«r witful misinterpreted the Law : 
Full well they know that Juries are ahove ^em I 
And 'lis astoiufihtn^ how much they /one '«}»/ ' • 

When Judge and Jury thus together draw. 

With so much pleasure, like a pair of nags. 

Behold ! no tongue opprobrious wags ! 

No tongue cries, " Jfi^ERiEs, bloody JEFfnits^. 

Scrogs! 
*^ Hang, hang those traitors, like a brace of dogs 1 

*' Not in their beds-be they allowM to die— 
• " Nor let their putrid carcases have graves ;^ 
** Slap Pi rv*s face, if e'er she bids'her eye 
*^ Hold but a drop for such a pair, of knaves, •*^ ^ 

Fott 
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Full of rich character $han«ucAdesc^nd> 
And honourM with their high-fani'dfiUhers sleeg«t 

Fair Justice shall with sighs their hearse attend; 
And Pity's song of melancholy weep. 

Like lea vesy whilst o/AerS fall unmoura'd away. 
And load of Death the solitary "glooms, 

Lo! Glory from her stui shall pluck a ray. 
And bid it spread eternal round their tombs. 

¥et Nations have been cursM with wicked Judges^ 
Who,, fond ofpow'r, possess hard jury-grudfges ;, 
Who calmly sent poor culprits to their graves,. 
'Just as an Eastern Despot sends his slaves.. 
For suCk I pen a neat Asopian tale ; 
Hoping the pretty moral will prevail;. 



TH* inferior Bea<its most bitterly eompIainM,. 

(And* who will not complain, whose clieek. is smiiten ?) 
That from the Wolves much hardships they sustained. 

And often, most inhumanly were bitten. 
This wantonness Da ME Justice did cry "Re" on — 
And mentioned it, but vainly, lo the Lion^ 

** Those damned furr'd rascals!** growl'd the angry 

Beasts, 
" Each Wolf upon our meat continual feasts; 

" Yet Snap's the word, and quick off goes a head;. 
^ We must take out theiF- teeth— it can*t -be borne — • . 
** Yes, from their jaws th*;ir giinders must be tor^,— * 

" Behold, the ver)\fields with blood are red !'*' 

But first the Bear must be consulted,— B&uin>. 
Who did not much approve jaw-ruin. 
With his black hide, to all the beasts appeared, • 
And with much gravity their story heard. 

'' Sirs," (quoth -the Bear) you talk of taking teethe 
With such, an easy and familiar breathy 
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As though it might be pleasant to their jaws ; 
But I must ask the Wolves "if they'll consent 
That from their mouths their grinders shall be rent ; 

For this is necessary. Sirs, because 
The Wolves are aumers of the teeth, and therefore^ 
Before * Ruspini's call'd, will ask a wfiertfore. 

Bkuin, inconsequence, the Wolves addrest: 
"" LoRO WoiVEs, it is the wish t>f many a beast,' 
^' That you consent your teeth may all be puIPd ; 
'' D-m me if I would lose my snags, my Lords ; 
^\l*d tell the knaves so, in so many words— 

*' Godd'mnme, ofone'a grinders to bee ull'd!" 

^' What ! lose our teeth ?" cxdaim'd the Wolves-^'' no, 

" no— 
*' Well keep them, if it only be for ikew. 

** Say, my Lord Bruin, that, and letthemcAotf it: 
^ Nay, tell the fools, we wish them somewhat Icxiger, 
'''Sharper, and more of them, and stronger, 
*5 And, if we lose them, force shall only do it,** 

This answer ofthe Wolves, Lord Bbar reported; 

Which answer did not please the Beasts at all : 
Who, slighted, now no longer pra^^ tsA^ourted^ 
But on the villains fast began to ^11, 
. ChoakM two or three prime Rogues, and, on conditioR» 
&eceiv*d from all the affrighted rest, su^/mission. 

* TheCbev^tor, a iunoui dentist. 
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THE 

TEARS OF St. MARGARET. 

ALSO, 

ODES OF CONDOLENCE 

TO TBB 

High and Mighty Musical Directors, on their Downfall, 

* ' TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

THE ADDRESS TO THE -OWL. 

LIKEWISE^ 

MISTRESS ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 

AND 

JVDGE BULLER's fTIG', 
A FABLE. 

ALSO, 

THE CHURCHWARDEN OP KNIGHTSBRIDGE, 

Ok, 

THE FEAST ON A CHILD. 

DeliraTd Reges, plectuntur Achivi, 

The Jung was wroth, and smelling matters out, 
HcTJut the Grand Directors to the ront. 

Vol. II. - ' Hh ^ 



TO THE READER. 

1?HE frequent complaints of ignorance, partiality, pro- 
> fusign, &c. exhibited against the Most Noble Mu- 
siCALDiaECTOAs, together with their qwarrels with the 
principal 5iMGERS and PERFdRMERS, having brought 
them into unpopularity ; and what seemed worstiof all, 
the Most Noble Directors having imprudently made 
a public declaration,without his Majesty's cpnsent,that 
there was an end of Abbey Commemoration, such a 
favourite hobby-horse of Majesty ; the KingresolVed on 
their dismission from all and every interference at the Or a- 
TORio to be performed at St. Margaret's Church. 
The immediate consequence of the Royal annunciation was 
the ^/2V^//'tfj»r^pf the Directors, and was also,of conse. 
quence, the distleasure oi the Lyric Bard, who sighed 
on the mournful occasion, and took up the cudgels in their 
defence. Great has been the cry against them, that they 
feasted at the ^aint Alban\s Tatvern, at the expence of the 
Musi<:alFund. Although I do not credit such rumour, 
I have taken the fact for granted, that (like their Depu- 
ties, who actually did feast at different times at the Saint - 
Alban*s Tanfertiy at the expence of the Fund) the Noble 
Directors ^/^condescendingly >sliew the example j and 
I have hinted that those Most Noble Directors had 
as fair a right to be rewarded withdinners as Parish Officers 
and their friends, who so frequently have a jovial'meeting, 
to eat and tipple eleemosinary on the Birth of a Bastard. 
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PROLOGUE TO THE ODES; 

QR, THI 

TEARS OP St. MARGARET. 



NOW Nic^HT, the negro, reignM — ^ Past one 
"o'clock/' 
Thedrowsj watchman bawl*d — from murky vau1t<« 
The dough-fac'd spectres crowded forth — the eye. 
The sunk, the- wearied eye of Ton, was clos'd : 
Mute, Nature's busied voice, her brawl and hum; 
While Horror, creeping on the world of gloom, 

. Bj^eath'd her dark spirit through the death-like hour — 
Now from her silver- fringed east the Mook 
Peep'd on the Vast of shade — up-mounting sIqvv^ 
In solemn stillness, till herlab'ring orb. 
Freed from the caves of Da r k n etss, galn'd its sphere. 
And mov'd in splendid solitude along. 
At this blank hour of awe, amij her fane. 
Thai caught a partial radiance on its walls, 
A radiance stealing on the shadowy tombs, 

" Illuminating death,— the pious Maid, 
Whose flesh did wondersin its days of bloom. 
And bones work'd marvels when she smii'd no more-— 
The pensive Margaretta stalk 'd, and paus'd. 
And paus'd and stalk'd, and stalk'd and paus'd agen ; 
Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye ; 
^ow gazing on the holy windjaws dim ; 
Now motionless and now witfi hurrying step 
Along the hoi low -sounding aisles she pass'd ; 
And leaning lorn at mUrder'd Raleigh's tonil)^ 
Of Si L E N c E wak'd the pale and sacred sleep. 

With plaintive accept, thus 

H h 2 MARGARET'^ 
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MARGARET^s LAMENTATION. 

WHY should yon bid Ablicy, shouldering 
My poor Fane with Gothic pride. 

Cracking, sinking, falling, mouid'ring> 
On the back oF Margaret ride ? 

, What is Ihat huge Ruia's merit ? 
Only fit for housing rats. 
Be her guesU, with all niy spirit 
Hooting ovvls^ and horrid batA ! - 

Why am / to be de.s]>is'd, 
Why am / to be kept under j 

/ \vho once by Kings was prizM ? 
What's the joaeanuig ont, I wonder ? 

/ whose powV could agues charm, 
Fits and tooth-achs, cramps and evil 5 

Satan's wicked self disarm { 
Hint, the great proud Prince of Devils. 

Lo ! that Abbey for past years. 
At each grand Commemoration 

For D 1 R E CT o K S boasted Peers-^ 
Peers the glory of the Nation ! 

Who were nty Directprs ? Lo, 

DdCTOR Parsons, Justice Colli^ 
Arnold and Duruis and Co. 

What a very pretty frolic 1 

But 'tis said the KING commanded, 
.And theGrwid Directors fell: 

Ky the KING were they disbanded ? 
'Fame will blush the tale to. tell. 

Soon ril go (for what should hinder ?) 

To the first of rhyming men, 
To that Giant Peter Pinder : 

he shall hear— and then^ and then ! i 



Pitee' 
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Peter in his wralh shall rise. 

And the scythe of verse prepare j 
Lo> I see his lightning eyes ! 

Lo, his arm of vengeance bare ! 

Backs of Monarchs shall he slice, - 

As he scorns them so sincerely^ 
"^omen need not ask him twice ; 

Peter loves the ladies dearly. 



THUS spoke the Saint !— When Morn her blushes 
spread. 

To Covent-Garden's square she wingM her flighty 
And driew the curtains of the Poet's bed. 

Who fortunately slept alone that night. 

To him she told her story o'er and o'er : 

When Pei BR, rous'd by Margret's sad narration, 
PulPd off his night-cap, and devoutly swore 

HeM roast a certain Ruler of a nation. 

SaintMar g'ket thankM the Bard with sweetest smiles^ 
And Peter thundered on the King of Isles. 
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ODES OT CONDOLENCE, &c. 



ODE r 



The Poet breaketh mournfully out on the fall of the Koble Directors 
. — Threatenet^? to expostulate with the King — ^Lamcnteth the 
loss of Direction-importance, boxes, white wan4»a and (fui^ers 
at the Saint Albans Tavern, &c, &c. 

OOOR Leeds! poor Uxbridgb! and poor Joajhf 

-*: Bates! 

And alJ ye other poor ones, of hard fate* ! 

'Tis a strai)ge man this King of our 's indeed — 
There's reason to be sure, in roasting e^^gs ! 
What ! raise an Oratorio at Saint Peg's, 

And set a thing on foot without a head / 

What ! could the King have music in a church. 
And leave the great Di r e c t o rs in the lurch ? 
Ev'n so ! — bat lo, I'll parley with the King, 
And such a peal into his ears I'll ring! 

Thus will I say, however it may disgust — 
" An't please your Majesty, you are im;W.'\ 

" How, how ?'' the King will cry, with wild rapidity—. 
'* Yes, Sire, the grand Directors take ii ill ;• 
" Deeming themselves ail men of tuneful skill, 
" And having all, for crotchets, hawk-avidity; 

** That they should losfe the lead in this affair, ' 
" Which realjly makes them marvel, and so stare, 

" Not 
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'' Not knowing wh^t offence they h%ve oonunitked ; 
" Being a set of very clever men, 
'' So stuff'd with crotdiet-knowledges, flind then 
" For Oratorios so nicely filled ! 

I " Behold ! no boxes for Directors ! no I 

^ Who at {he A«b*y fgrni'd a raree-show, 

" With nice kid gloves, medallioia, wands so white ! 
'' Tagrag and bobtail now condemn'd to join ; 

j " What's ten times worse, condemn'd to jaUlatU coin ; 

I *' Men so unus'd to pay a single doit ! 

" When proud to view of Royalty the rays, 
" Your So R J ECTs had their belKea full of gaze, ^ 
I " Amid the A B key's glory for past years ; 

[ '* Then wouJd they poa&x on, the white-stick row, 

I '' Of UxBRiDGE, Grey DK Wilton, LEED&and Co. 



\ 



*' And, next to Majesty, admire the Peers. 

• Who^s thit slim, whey-fac'd gentleman, and thin, . 
' Witli some old gentlewoman's nose and chin I 

* And he so suny with a sable face ?' 

" Would gaping-strangers all so curious cry; 
" When, all %s> solemn, I have made reply, 

* That Lord is Leeds's very noble Grace* . 

* With lath like form, whey-face, and cheeks so thin, 

* And good old gentlewoman's nose and chin — 

• And he who lours as though he meant to bite, 

' Ls Earl oj' UnTbr IDG R, with his face of night/ 
'« And then I've told the names of all the rest ; 
'* At which the sb-angers have been all so hle^^ 
" BowM, curtsy 'a; low, so grateful — I don't doubt it, 
** They told their dear relations all about it! 

" Nomore P'lBrBiC'F^^cl^leQge'a^miratftQn! 
i* No more Ihe tiuieiul rulers of a nation ! 

'* Unknown, in vulgar seats they bite (heir thumbs ! ^ - 
*' Now hall!awal;e they nod, and now they sleep, 
" And now they sigh, and now in dreams they weep, 

" And mumble much displeasure 'midst their gums. 

" Heav'ns 
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«* ' Heavens! with what Rug^ delight their eyes would 

" The* breeches bhzing on Saivt Margaret's tai?^ 

'' Instead of Stephen, wfio to all belief, 

" Poor fellow, must have travelled with a brief If 

" But, Sir, this i% not all — for, in your ear^ 
" Something more horrible brings up the rear! 

'' No longer on the tweeHe-dum account, 
'* At jon fair tavern in Saint Albans* Street, 
•' Those men of taste and music joyful greet, ' 

'* And load their stomachs to a large amount ; 

" All for the good of the poor Fun d, so kind^ 
" Now this is dreadful to my simple mind ; 

" To think those titled Men, whose valiant jaws, 
*' And stomachs all so keen, and deep as sacks, 
*• And teeth so valorous in feast attacks, 

*' So bravely battled in the tuneful cause, ^ 
" Should, by the royal word so hard commanded, 
•' Disgracefully be turned adrift— disbanded ! 

*' I hear, I hear, the angry Lords exclaim, 
' Thus to be all discarded ! 'tis^ shame — 

* The royal mandate will be crttei styl'd — 

' Behold Churchwardens, Overseers so sleek 1 

* Read their card-invitations ev'ry week — 

• Sir, you're desirM to come and eat a child.* 

* Oneqhild a week they constantly devour ; 

' Sometimes they eat two children— -sometimes four. . 

* If thus those fellows live, the lazy drones, 
' Lords, of a charity may pick the bones; 

* Poor Saint Stephen had a very warm pair of breeches clapp ed 
to his . . . .lately; but the Saint iuckilf sbook them oif. 
' Withoata matapbor, the House of CommoqD was nearly set on 
lire by some patrotic Tncendiaries. 

f To solicit charity, like many others who suffer by fire. 



K • * 



^Yes, 
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' Yes, as provisions are so very dear, 
* Eat 2l few fiddlers once or twice a year.' 

" Such is the language Lords employ, O King, 
" Enough the hearts of savages to wring, 

•* And make, I hope, your royal conscience ache : 
" Such reas'nings are indeed extremely deep ! 
^' Why should of Lords the teeth and stomachs sleep, 

" Whilst those of keen Ckurdtwardens are s^wake P'^ 

Thus to the King of Nations will I cry — 

-£ut what will ])e his Majesty's reply? 

** Thank, thank ye, Peter, for supporting straws— 

*' Good advocate — good, good, in a bed cause : 

" rU have no more such doings, let me tell ye— 

" No, no, BO eating calves in the cow's belly.*' 



.ODE TO SAINT CECILIA, 

♦ The Foet very, loyallf calleth upon St. Cecilia, the great 
patroness of Music, by way of Justice of Peace, Uonstcble and 
Comforter, to come down from Heaven to the NobU Directors, 
to issue a Prociafnation for dissolving Societies of Musical 
Instruments; taking iheni up, and knocking tliem to piecet^ 
as also the heads of the Musicians against each other .-^Tlie 
Poet cdncludeth with a projihecy of returning power to tho. 
Directors, 

T^IVINE Cecilia, pray, from Hcav'n step down ; 

-V Most wond^rous are the doings in this town I > 

Behold, behold a tuneful revolution ! 

Directors banlsh'd, but no execution ? 

Thank God, no grinning heada of Lords, poor souls. 

Amid the mob, survey the streets on poles. 



The fiddles screech with rapture one and afl ; 
The flutes and hautboys whistle at the fall : 



The 
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The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe ! 
Glad of the long-wisIiM overthrow, he opes. 
To shew Ihe world his pleasure, all his stops. 

And pours his thunder tlirough each giant pipe ; 

Whilst all his pigmies, trilling, squeaking^ squalling. 
Like mad things, every one his tune, are bawling : 
The hoarse bassoons tiieir nasal twang employ-— 
And hog-like bases grunt the song of joy. 

Wild screams the trumpet's brazen notes so clear ; 

And on the occasion^ scorning to be mum. 
Like cannon soundeth on the loaded ear. 

At solemn intervals, the double drum. 

The various instruments of wind and string. 

Thus to the world in saucy triumph sing— 

" What are those Lord Directors ?— arrant fools, 

" Mean mongrels— never brediq Music's schools— 

*' With just as much of science as a pig ; 

'* Who scarcely know a psalm-tune from a jig. 

^' Are these the men to lead us ?— Music swears, 

*' And to the pilPry recommends their ears." . 

Andlo! of Music the choice bands. 

Delighted, clap their madding hands ; 

And, raising to the stars their eyes devotit, 

*' Thank heav'n,'^ they roar, " those/c//ow«are turn'd out* 

" No longer shall their tyranny imp<>se. 

*' And lead the King of Na/tions by the nose," 

Then, sweet CsciLtA, leave thy lofty station ; 
O haste and issue out thy Proclamation— 
Of wpnd'rous danger let it talk aloud— «- 
Root up societies of flutes, bassoons ; 
Knock down the organ for his rebel tunes, - 
-The brazen trumpet break, and crack the crow'd. 

Lay on the necks of the rebellious Ban D 
Thy powerful and chastising hand — 

And 
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And (or their impudent and senseless pother. 
Sweet Goddess, knock one head against another. 

O haste and keep the mournful Lords in heart. 
As scarce a single mortal takes their part; 
Except the lofty family of Pride, 
Few are the comforters they boast beside-— 

These are their constant friends indeed, and stout ; ' 
Friends that few Nobles ever are without : 
Hereditary friends of ancient 4ate, . 
Accompanying great title and estate. 

And yet 'tis said no virtues can reside 
* Where dwells that lofly scowling Spirit, Pride; 
That Aconite, tlie noisome weed of gloom. 
That near it suffers not a flow'r to btoom. 

Toy to my ^oul ! of Leeds his glorious Grace 
ruts forth a simpering sweet prophetic face. 

Amid this rough miscliance, that seems to say, 
5' Though disappointment mocks the present hour, 
" Next year shall mark the triumph of my pow'r, 
•' When Faction's scowlingiiends shall shun the day/' 

Thus when the Monarch of the winds, in spite,- 
Rolls a dark phalanx on the golden light. 

And blots the beauteous Orb the world adorning, 
Sol lifts the sable mantle of a cloud, « 

And^ peeping underneath the envious shroud, 
' ^fnileshope, and says, ^Tll shine to-morrow morning.'^ 



ODC 
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ODE, 

The Bard adviteth the Directors to submit to their dec*raded. 
situation; and by way of consolation, informeth them of the 
fallen state of the Poets — and, moreover, comforteththe Direc* 
tors with the changes that take place amongst crowned as well 
as tt»-crotmcd heads. 

XTET not alone are ^o« by Kings d«pM'd; 
•* Lo ! lofty poets are no longer prized. 

That to an eagle turned a popinjay ; 
That scornM of Time the ever-dreaded wars, 
Turn^l wiirking rush-lights into blazing stafs, 
And stole from frail mortality, decay ! 

Poets, with thai rare instrument call'd Rb vme. 
Drew with thtf greatest e^se the teeth of Time ; 
Snapped his broad scythe so keen, and broke his giass ; 
Clipp'dhis two wings, and fix^d him on an ass': 
Such was theenvy'(Fpow'rof ^rnc-tVwr Baros, 
When 'Kings vouchsafed to crown them with rewards. 

In days of old the Bards were sacred creatures, 
Deem'd sOrexalted' in their nfaiures \ 

By numbers thought £t company for Gods t 
Lo, af the feasts of Kings'the Mtkstrels sat; 
Eat, sung, and mingled iit the royal chat ; . 

Aijd scarcely did there seem a grain of 6dd«. 

Thus cryM those Kings of old, (delightful praise !) 
" Touch not the men of other days ; ■ \ 

*' Hurt not a hair of those sweet sons of song, 
^* Whose voices shall be heard amidst our halls, 
" When we, amidst of death the narrow walls, 

''In gloomy silence shall be stretch'd along.'' 

Scot-free the Poets drank and ate ; 
They paid no taxes to the State ! 
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Now corner a Butcher, roaring, '* Pay your bill ;"" 
Aou7the blue apronM wight of beer. 
And man of bread, approach' and cry, " Look herej 

" Not one more morsel, not a single gill, 
*' Shall, Master Poet,' pass your piping throat, . 
" Until you quickly pay up"cvery groat." 
Unnatural 1 alas, what Gothic sounds! 
Thus Hfs the rude Profane a Poet wounds ! 

At Windsor, when the Monarch has been by^ 
How have I languished on the roya^ stye. 

Where wantonM 6fty little grunting grigs ! 
But never had the King the grace to say, 
** You're hungry, hungry, Peter. — take away,, ' 

" Take, take a couple of the prettiest pigs." 

Oft of his geese too have I heard the notes. 

And, hungry, wish'd to stop their gobbling throats;- 

But vainly did mine eyes around them vvi^nder. 
How easily the Monarch might bave said, 
" You don't eat roast meat often, I'm afraid; 

" Take, take away the fattest goose or gander.? 

Kings cate not i f we neither drink nor car ve— 
This is thier speech in secret, " Sing and starve,** 
And yet our Monarch has a world of books. 
And daily on their backs so gorgeous, looks 5 
So neatly bound, so richly gilt, so fine. 
He fears to open them to read a line L 

Since of our books a King can highly deem. 
The Authors surely might commia.nd esteem : 
But here's thedev'l — I fear too many know it— 
Sofne Kings prefer the Binder to the Poet, 

Yet, though it never was poor Peter's fate 
To get a sixpence from the Man of St ate, 

Who rather tries to keep the Poets under-— . / 

Vol. II. li Oft 
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Oft have I (UppM in golden praiRe the. pen; 
Writing such handsotne things about great men. 
That Candou k's eje-balls have been seen to wonder 

Yet had it happened that the B a r d 

Had borne o« high-bred folk a little luird,' 

Good for an evil mortals should return— 

'Tis very wicked with revenge to burn. 

7'he sun's a bright example, let me say— ' 

Obliges the black clouds that veil his ray ; 

Oft makes them deceni figures to behold, 

And covers all their dirty rags with gold. 

But let us not an idle pother keep. 

And, ass-like^ at a revolution bray ; 
Lo I Kings themselves, like cabbages, grow cheap : 

Thus ev'ry dog at last willliave his day — 
He who this morning smiVd, at night may 5o;tou> j 

The grub to day's a buttajly, to-hionow. 



O D E. 

The Pact administcreth Comfort to the disgraced Directors. 

" pOOR Imps ! we are all born to I\eave the groan ? 
•*■ Misfortune, can't let Happiness alone: 
Sharp as a cat, for ever pjeas'd to watch her^ 
And trying with a thousand traps to catch her. 

Submission is our lot — it is our fate 

To drop the tear, amid this mortal state! 

Yet by cur folly often worse we mal^e it. — 
At-disappointme^it frequent have I sigh'd : 
/' P-x take the world !" indignant I h^ve.cry'd — . 

*' Life is not worth the terms on which we take it :" 

Then on the lot of mortals giv'n a scowl ; 
And angry thus, onenigli.t, addr-esjs'd an jOwl. 

ADP&SSS 
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AbbRESS to 'AN OWL, 

*' THptJ solemn Bird on yonder ivyM towV, , 
" Wilt thou exchange thy i>ature. Owl, with me? 

" Happy to take; j^oi^aessiofi 0' thy bow*r, 
" I her« pBOtest I would exchan^ with thejp. 

" When to his west€irn bed the Scjn retires, 
*' Obeys the curfew, and puts out his fires ; 

" And EvEKm 9, blushful harbinger of Night, 
" Gems with the ciews of health the drooping flow'r ; 
" With cooling zephyr ians the sober hour^ 

" And wafces Qm^.^ songstress to the fading light ^. 

'* Forth ^mld the deepening gfoom T pass, ^ 
'•' And tread the moist reviving grass, 
" To mecjt th6 tribes by Natuke made 
" to crawl and wing the world of shade! 

*' Daughters and sons of Night (hat creep the grounc^ 
" Blest must ye live, with such a calm around, 

" So unmolested, to enjoy your loves ! 
" And lighter People, ye who wave the wing, 
*' Now 'and the moon's pale .lustre sport and sing,. 

'* Now playful piei\ i the shadows of the groves; 

*' Ye harmless nations,. with averted eyes, 
" The sons of men your silent world despise, 

" Because their eyes no pumrh-houses behold ; 
_*' Because no mobs nor fires, nor thieves appear; 
*' Because no riots with their yells they hear; 

" No brothels, scenes of sallow fisite unfold. 

*/ Sweet Owl, this short apostrophe excuse; 
*' And willing now to thee returns the Muse.^ 

* The nightingale. 

I i 2 '* GraY« 
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** Grave-Bird of Wisdom, 'mid the^twilight scene 
*' Dimly 1 mark thy philo^phic mien-^ 

"And now I sec ^expand tby snowy wings: 
*• To yonder elm, O hfippy, happy fowl, 
" Thou rushest Jbrth to call upon Miss Owl, 

•* Expectant of her Beau, who darkling sings. 

" Together now ye sail the dusky vale, ' ' 

•* Now dart on prey, now mount agen the gate ; 

" Now on the moon-clad barn or silent grove, 
*' Your four feet fill'd with various game, ye go 
•' (For hunger must be satisfied, I trow); 

*' And after feasting kiss and sing of love. 

" To morrow sullen rou^t I rao^^e to town, 
*^ Shook in a wooden engine up and dowti, 

*' For want, O, Owl, of thy soft gliding wing— ^ 
" Stow'd with a gang of thieves perchance, ana Irullij 
•' Too noisy for the uiickest human skulls-^ 

" Who siuoak, and laugh, and roar, and swill, and sing, 

•' Jaded at length I quit my wooden hive; 
" Unhing'd, at busy London I arrive, 

'* Parent of sin» and nastiness, and noise : 
" By coach, and cart, andwheelbarrovv, and dray, 
*' Through motley mob 1 force my sighing way ; 

** Pimps, porters, chairman, chimney-sweepers boy's j 

"* Saluted; as 1 pass aloftg, 
•' By all the various imp<i of song. 
/' Owe cryiwg rabbits, rabbits, wildfowl, that, 
*' Anollier inackrel, salmon, oyster, sprat! 

*' With such a howling ear-distracting note; 
" And mouth exteiided as a barn-door wide, 
*' That fish and flesh forsooth may beite/Zcry'd, 

•' A man might leap into each cavern throat. 

"In Coven t-Gardeh, at the HumMu m's, now 
'' I sit, but after many a curse and vqw 

, . *' Never 
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" Never to see the madding city more ; 
** Where barrows truckling o'er the pavement roll, 
'* And»..what is horror to a tuneful soul, 

" Where asses, deep in love, to asses roar : 

•' Wl)ich asses, that the Garden*s square aldom, 

'f Must lark -like be the heralds of my morn," 

*' Let others talk with wild affriglit ^ 

•• Of spectres and the shades of night ; 

*' Ye want not Sol's refulgent painful ray ; 

^ Night to your eyes is but a milder day; 

'* Let others mock your airs that simply flow-*- 
** Teeho teewhit, teewhit teeho — 

" Bat then, dear Owl, *tis sioeetfy simple, mmd : 
** A vaunt the scientific squall — " 
'* I hstieH-r-naUire hat^s U ail— - 

*' But, Iq I . *\hs scicngc and; the ton, I find. 

" The ear with harsh chronuitics must be teas'd, 
" Grown much ioo fashionable to be pleas* d. 

" Here could I-^yyr|i^d<fr^pid^lhefle\vy glade, 
" On sacred silence, ffsast,. and, sjiade: 

" But, ah ! farewell— Sleep cajlsme^-^ti^ night's noon; 
" On wings of freedom as thou sweep'st the sky^ 
** Sweet ejtlld pf .^h^doifw^ o'er iny ll^u?^Iet- fly,, , 
^ " And-fcind^ ,&c|p\h^,iBy slunjliiM'.witli a tune.'* 



Tims pi^of .hpipoiir I7%44re$^t4 thei>ifd^ 

Wishing to chsmge floi^diiion^ with the fowl ;: 

But at the cheerful ^orn, upon piy wprd, 
I HkM the mon-stat^.Wter than the ow/* 

lis Thu$ 
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Thus anger'd at Ihfe wayward tricks of Fate, 
Pettish, ye wish your grandeur at the devil ; 

Yet, after cursing high and mighty state. 
Ye wisely deem it not so huge an evil: 

Contented to be »K?/io/*u?ors/«i/>stiU, , 

. Pleas'd with tlie gifts that Kings, not Heav'n, bestow ; 

Proud, from the height of Title's star-clad hill. 
To mock us poor unhonour*d grubs below. 



ODE. 

The Poet comforteth again and again and again the Noble Direc- 
tors with moral Reflections, &c. 
^ a '' 

^TniS giv'n as gp^j>el, both in prose and rhymes, 

-^ That people should not hefbr ever blesi ^ 
Misfortune therefore must be good at times, 
A salutary, though satiric gtiest i 

That goads to virtuous work* the rump of Sloth^^ 

Like gout, that bites ui into health «d fair j ' - 
Or like the needle, while it wouTwfettte cloth; i 

It puts the rag into repair;' V * ' 

Sigh now no ii)ir%, horlellbose sirtiy, yoofeyesj 
. Be dimly gleaming through p^petual-^Qw Vs 
Let Pleasure bring the beam of summer skies. 
And gild the pinions of your sable hours. 

Let not Grief's surge along your Bosom roll. 
Nor Fan c Y gather sorrows for the souL 

Ah ! sigh no more, swe6t Lords, pray stgh t\&tAOT>^t 
Not all, not all your consequence h dead^f . » 

hi Tot'nam street ye still preserve a pow'rj. 
And proudly becrr an elevated head f c i 

." WhefMt 
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Where, all obe4ience, and with one accord. 
Musicians learn to tremble at the * Lord. 



ODt. 

The Vicissitudes of Life! wonderful! 

LIFE changes- -now 'tis calm-^now hurricane-— 
Up, down; down, up- -a very windmill's vane- 
Is man, poor fellow— much too like a ball ; 
'Tis higll, 'tis low— 'tis this way now, now that^ 
Just as its wooden master yKiiUy the bat i 

Thus Majesty can bid us rise or fall. , ' 

The Monarch may repent hi m of the" deed— 
His heart, so soft, at your dismission bleed. 
To House of Buckingham you may be call'd. 

And at the Queen's sweet little concerts sii^g j: 
Then how the tribe of Nobles will be gall'd 1 

This wilkbe soarisig on' the eagle's wing. 

Thus to the world flien )be it understood. 
What seems misfdrtune, happens for our goodrz 
This from my rhyming storehouse, or my stahUir. 
May be dacidatedby a iaftfc 



• Of the Night, who selects the music, and sometimes gives a. 
soprano song to a lass voice, and who once ordered, in the Jubilate^ * 
the tmrnpetpao-to toe executed by the German fl«te# . 



Mftf. 
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Mrs. ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF 



JUDGE BtrnLER'* WIG* 

A FABLE. 

^ Handkerchief, that long had presi^cf 
The snows of L a u ra's sweliing. breast 

O'er which fair scene foil many a longing lover^ 
With panting heart, aird frequent sighs. 
And pretty modest leering ey e^. 

Had very often been observed to, hover- — 

This Handkerfchief, to Kitty gsv'h* • ?_ ' 

Was forcM at lengtii to Ie»ve its heaV'n^ 

For a Jew clpthes-man's nio»t uncbristtan bog :• . 
O what a sad reverse, poor soul ! 
To sweat in such ahorridholfi , j . . 

Cramm'd 10 with e v'ry sort of dirty rag^ ! 

, . , . . 5 f'-i 

•* Pray, who are 5^0M f** the pUintive ^Eerdiiefeiryyi ..J 
Perceiving a rough neighbour at her side : 

" You smell as though }0ur master was zpig-^^ 
*' What are ye ? tell me, stinking creature/V" Ma.*am,'r 
The hairy i^eighbour grave replyd, " I am 

"That ii»()f/% man's, tl^mild Judge BeLLa&'s Wig.*' 
So sweetly tender ! that, when'er he dies, 
Mercy will weep to blindness both her eyes, 

** Indeed, Sir !** quoth the 'Kerchief— '* strange our 

*' fate ! 
*^ Alajrl how difPrent were we both of late ! 

" Novr 
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*• Kow «tufPd in this aliofcmable place! 
'• Whal wiil become of us at last? O dear ! 
'* Sortietiiing more terrible than this, I fear ; 
. " Somelhing that carries horrible diisgrace,*' 

'' Madam/' rejoin'd the Wig, " don't c<-y; 
•' No cause have you indeeckto sigh ; 

**" So trust for once a Wig's prophetic words— 
'* M\f fate is to be just ihe same, I find ; 
*' Still .for a Scarecrow's head dcsign'd, 

*' To frighten thieves — I mean the birds, 

" But, luckier, ^o« so chang'd will rise, 
*' A fav 'rite often thousand eves } 

" Not burnt (fljj you «uppos'd perhap*) to tinder: 
*• Chang'd to the whitest paper— happy leaves, 
'' For him, the Baku who like a god conceives, 

" The great, th'immorlal PiXKa Pindar/* 

" La, Sir, then what a piece of news ! 
** <jod bless, I say, God bless the Jews — 

" I wish my dear, dear Mistress did but know it : 
" Her hands then I shall happy touch again ; 
*' For Madam always did maintain 

" That Mi ST£R Pindar was a c^rm/wg; Poet/' 



ODE, 

Still more Comfort for Director*! 

ONCE more I pray you, be not sad ; 
Remember what the Proverb doth declare ; 
^Tis better riding on a pad 
Than un a horse's back that's bare. \ 
At Tot'nam's concert, to delight j^e. 
Behold, my Lords you still are mighty. 

Think- 
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Think of your titles too— the nairre of Lord, 
What merit it proclaims of bead and heart ! 

It is a tradesman's handsome board'. 
In letters iair.of gold that doth impart 

To people whotlieii mouths of wonder upe. 

What goodly articles arein the shop". 

Yes, as of yore, the pompous name of Zorrf 
Doth siill our awe-clad admiration rule — 

And comfort to the hungry doth afford— • 
As nous of LoRPS are dinners fora/oa/. 

" I thank my Gad, I am not like those fellows,** 
Cry'd the proad Pharisee^ the bellows 

Or trumpet of his reputation, blowing: 
And you in triljmph also may exclaim. 
Proud of a Peer's exalted name. 

With pride of title and fair birth oVrflowing. 

" I thanK my stars, I am not like the mob^ 
" Whom Nature fabricated by the Jofr/* 

Ye shall, yeshaJl return lopow*r. 
And o^er the grumbling million toyvV ; 

Your sacred laws shall be obey'd— *• 
Masicians to allegiaiicewits* return-*-* 
In sackcloth and in ashes mourn ; 

Submitting, if ye will it, to hejlead. 

Their eyes so fierce, that flashed like tin reflectors. 
As though they meant to roast the Grand- Directors, 

Shall Irom their mejeor fury fade away^ 
Becoming mild and placid as the light 
Shed by the Worm^ the lamp of dewy night. 

Or Lu N a's modest melancholy ray. 

Yes ! to your nobler hearts delight. 

With waving wands and gloves so-white. 

And gilt medallions blest, shall ye appear} 
Smile at us Mob., the many-headed beast; 
And, as ye seem to like a gra^is-feast,. 

J£at a few fiddlers evVy year. 



THR 
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THE 

CHURC H WARDEN; 

OR, THE 

FEAST ON A CHILD: ^ 

A TALE. 

JTie following story, fourtded on a fact that happened some 
years since, at the S w \^ at Knig/itsbridge, is introduced 
to illustrate the meaning of eating a child, mentioucd in 
the first Ode. 

AT Knightsbridge, at a tavern cali'd the Swan, 
Churchwardens, Overseers,, a jolly clan, 
OrderM a dinner tor then:$clvesand friends— 
' A very handsojnti dinner, oF the best : 
Lo ! to a turn, the ditPrent joints were drest— ♦ 
Their lips, wild licking, ev'ry man commends. 

Loud was the clang of plates, and knives, and forks ; 
Delightful wa^ the sound of claret corks 

That stopped so close and lovingly the bottle: 
Thpu Savoir-vivreClah, andy^ n' sais'quoi. 
Full well the voice of honest corks ye know. 

Deep and deep-blushing from the gen«?fous pottle. 

All ear, all eye, lo lis*ten and to see. 
The Landlord was as busy as a bee— 

Yes> Larder skippM like harlequin so light ; 
In breads boer, wine, removal swift of dishes. 
Nimbly anticipating all their wishes : 

Now this, to man voracious as a kite. 

Is. 
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Is pleasant — a^the Trencher-Heroes hat« 
-All obstacles that Lee pi hem from the plate, 
A? much as jockies on a running horse 
Curse cows or jack-asses thatxross the course. 

Nay, here's a solid reason too : for mind. 
Bawling for things demandeth moiuk and wind: 
}P'h(U€ver, therefore, weakenelh wind and jaw;*. 
Is hostile to the gormsnidizing cause. 

Having well crammM, and swill'd and lalighM, and 

sung. 
And toasted girls, and clapp'd, and roarM, and rung, 
And broken bones o'f tables, chairs, and glasses. 
Like happy bears, in honour of their lasses, 
Not w'ix^es ! not one was toasted all that tii^ie-* 
Thus were they decent — it had been a crime. 
As wives are delicate and sacred nanves. 
Not to be inix'd fndeed with wh — s and 6ames : 

} say, when all were crammM unto the chin. 
And ev'ry one with wine had swellM his skin. 
In came the Landlord with a cherub smife ; 
Around toevVy one he lowly bow'd. 
Was vastly happy— -honour* d*^'ydi?i\y p'oud-'^ 
I And then he bow'd again in such a style : 

** Hop'd Gemmen likM the dinner and the wine :** 
To whom the Gemmen answered, "Very fine ! 

" A gTorious dinper, L a r d er , to be sure/*— 
To which the Landlord, laden deep with bliss. 
Did with his bows so humble aImo$;t kiss 
Th^ floor. 

Now'in an ulter^d tone — a tone of gravity. 

Unto the Landlord full of Fmiles ol suavity, ^ 

Did MisTETi Guttle the Churchwarden call— 
" Come hither, Lakder," said soft Mister Guttlb, 
With solemn voice and fox-like face^ so subtle— 

" La R DC R, a little word or two, that's all/* 

Forth 



Forth ran the bowing Landlord with good witl« 
Thinking most naturaity upon the bilL 

** Landlord/' (quoth Guttlc, in a soudl sly sounds 

Not to be heard by any in the room^ 
Yet which, like claps of thunder, did confound) 

'' Do you know any thing of Bitty Bkoom^'' 

*' Sir!*' answered Lard BR, stammVing—" Sir? what 
'' Sir ? 
" Yes, Sir, yes — yes — she liv'd with MrsTRBst 
" Larder ; ^ 
•* But may I never move, nor never stir, 

". If but for imfudpice we did discard her ! 
*' No, Mister G u t t l b — B b tt v was too brassy-— 
** We never keep a 9eroant that is saucy«'' 

** But Landlord— Bettt tays she is with child/' — 
** What's that to me V* quoth Lardbr, staring wild-— 

" I never kiss'd the huMey in my life, 
" Nor HuggM her. round the waist, nor pinch d her 

*' cheek; 
'• Ncveronce put my hand upon her neck-— 

•* Lord, Sir, you know that I have got.a wtfe, 

** Lord ! nothing <:a«ie^ to the girl belongs — 
" I wouid not touch her with a pair of tongs ; 
" A little p^Ung chit, as white as paste ; 
*' Besides ! she never suited with ntjf taste, 

" But then, suppose — I only ssiy ^suppose 
*' I had been wicked with the giri — alack, 

" My wife hath got the cursed'st kecneat nose, 

*' Why, zounds, she would h^ve catch'd me in « 
** cracfi; 

" Then quickly in the fire had been the fat-— 
'* Curse her ! she always watch'd me like a cat. 

^* Then^ as I say. Bet did not hit my iaatf:^ 
*' It was impomble to be unchaste :— - 

V^ju.IL Kk , There. 
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'* Tlierefore if never can be true, you see— 
*' And Mhtress h\ Si DEK-si full enough for ine. 

" / kisx the maid ! why; Lord ! the thing I scorn— 
" Sir, I'm as innocent's the .child unborn/* 

*' Well,"answcrMGuTiLE,Man, PII tell ye what; 

*' Your wind and eloquence you now are wasting : 
" Whether Miss Betty hit your taste or not, 

" There's good round proof enough that you've been 
*' toasting;, 

** And, Larder, youVe a wife, 'tis very true, 

** Perhaps a little somewhat pf a shrew ; 

•* But Betty was not a bad piece of stuff.'' — 

** Well MisTfeR Guttle, may I drop down dead, 

" If ever once I crept to Betty's bed !• 

" And that I'm sure, is swearing strong enough." 

•* But, La R D e A , all your swearing will not do, 
" If Betty swears she is with child by^o«; 

*' Now Betty came and said she'd swear at once— ^ 
•' Bui you know best — yet mind, it Brtty 'lisweffr, 
*' And then again! should Mistress Larder hear, 

" The Lord iiave mercy. Larder, on thy sconce ! 

" Why, man, werethi<! affair of Betty told her, 
•' I really think, not bell itself xoM hold her, 

f^* Then, for your modest stiff-rump'd neighbours all— 
•'* There'd hp a pretty kick-up*- what a squall ! 

" Thou couldst not put thy hose into a shop, 
" There's greasy Mistress Wick, the chandler's wife, 
*' And Mistress BuLt, the butcher's imp of strife, 

" With Mistress Bobbin. Salmon, Muff, andSLor, 
'* W^ith fifty others of such old compeers^^ 
y Zounds, what a hornet's nesL about thy ears!" 

From cheerful smiles, and loots, like Sol so bright. 
Poor Larper fell to scowls as black as nighty 

Aad 
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And now his head he scratched, importing guilt— 
For people who are innocent iWccii, . 

Never look down so black and scratch the head; 
: Rut tipp'd with confidence their noses titt^ 
Rep])fng with an unembarrass'd front; 
Bold to the charge, and fix'd to stand the brunt. 

Truth is a tow'ring Da mb— divine her air; 

In native bloom she walk^s the world witli state: 
But Falsehood is a-meretricious Fair, 

Painted and mean, and shufHing in her gait; 

Dares not look up with Resolution's mien,' 
But sneaking hides^ and hopes not to be seen; 
For everhiiuntedbytheGhost of Doubt! 
Trembling for fear the world will find her out. 

Again — there's honesty in eyes. 
That shrinking shew when tongues tell lies: 
With Lauder this was verily the ciise; 
Informers were the eyes of La&iie&'s &ce. 

" Well, Sir,'' said Lardbr, whisp'ring hemming^ 

Each word so heavy, like a cart-horss drawing— 
" This is a damnM affair, I can't but say— 

*•' Sir, please t' accept a note of twenty pound; 

*' Contrive another father may be found; 

" And, "Sir, here's not a halfpenny to pay/' * 

Thus ended the affair. By t>rudent treaty : 

Peace, ev'ry man desires — than war, much rattier s 

Guttle next morning wenX and talk'dto Betty, 
When Betty quickly found another father f ^ 

* By this ingenious mode of Parish Cookery, the ssjna chili 
may be devoured a dozen times aver. 
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PAIR O^ LYRIC EPISTLES 

TO 

LORD MACARTNEY 

AND 

HIS SHIP^ 



Yes; of our Bagshot wonders tell Kixn Long c 
Delicious subjects for an Epic &ong ; s 

Epistle to Lo&d Maca&tn^y*. 



0, if successful, tboQ wilt be adorM ! 
. Wide as a Cheshire Cat, our Court will grin, 
To find as many Pearls and Gems on board 
At will n9t Icav^^ee ro >m to stick a pin, 

EVXSTLB TO TBI ShIT. 



Kk 3 T©. 



to THE READER. 



IT has been my wish, that the following pair of Lyric 
•*• Epistles might be presented, with my Odcs^ to the Km^ 
per6r Kien Long, on account of the quantity of origin^ 
merit — ^but, to u^e a sublime phrase^as it would be *< ///. . 
ting the cat wt of the hagy^^ I-hav« forborne. 

The bustle and prowess of the invincible Dujlb on Bag. 
shot Heath*--tlie Heath on fire — ^the Royal visit — the Man 
of Straw blown from the Mine — the explosion of the 
Powder-mills at Hounslonv^^iht attention of Gods, as well 
as of the Ckows, to the Camp — the humility of the Bag- 
shot bushes. Sec. are circumstances which, however they 
may be disdained by the fastidious pen of Hist or T, ought 
to be recorded. Indeed, I from my soul believe, that our 
Historians, as they are called, are too conceitedly lofty to 
think of sullying a page witn an account of the Camp 
transaction ;. out Toets were the only historians of ancient 
times,, which lam ready to prove by a profusion of learned 
quotations f and consequently j^oi/r dull uninspired prose 
men are invaders. For my part, I am resolved to -support 
the pwetical charter ; and consequently,, as often as the 
0UKE, and the King and the Q^een, and Madai* . 
ScMWELLENBERG, and LoRD CARDIGAN, and old Nl« 
GHOLAi tli^ fiddler^ and Sir Francis Drakb» and the 
Fages^- the Cooksy and tfie Stable-Boys, &c. &c. shall 
utter good thttigs, "^achieve great actions, and be seen in 
close and impoitant conversation together, such events^ 
^liall be honou.red with niches iirtay L-YRlc Templr 
of Immortality. 

The Epistle to the Ship seems to be full of poetry and 
good wishe*'; but the horrid picture of the future disap- 
pointment of our Ambassador and his Suite at fetdn^ with 
the disgracefully attendant circumstances, we hope to be 
merely a playful sketch of fancy of the Muse, and that she 
\u really been visited by no such flogging, ilkUninatioiis^ 
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( S75 ) 
A 

LYRIC EPISTLE 

TO 

LORD MACARTNEY, 

AMBASSADOR TO TfiB COURT OP CHINA. 



r\ Crown 'o with glory t)y our ^orMTK^King^ - 
^^ DeckM in his iiv'rjr too, a glofiiousthkwg. 

Amid the wonders of Sain t Ja mes^s done : 
At House of Buckingham^ in Ri'CHmond bow'rs^ 
Al Kew> and Jastly Windsor's lofty tow'cs,, 

Rich 5cen€j at once oiMqfest^ and Fun t 

Forget not thou the Ca^oa Bags^ot Heatk^ 
Where met the grhnly regiments of death ; 

Where not the Dcv'i. their rage sublime could damp t 
Though Hkav'n, as if iC meant to mock the matter, 
Pour'd oa their powderM heads huge tubs of water^, 

And made the mighty heath a dirty swamp. . 

Yes, ofourBagshot wonders fell Kibn Long— - 
Delicious subj^ects for the Epic song. 

Talk of the valiant troops, all heav^n-descended> 
On which the KiBgs of Britain oft depended^ 

Whea' 
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When boldREBKLiTioN through the nation rai^ 
Her venom spread, and told a vulgar host. 
To hurable> sweet Subordination lost. 

That, lo ! the mighiiest Monarch was but Man i 

Such soldiers ! such rare generals ! no poltroons^ 
Swell'd by the gas of courage to balloons ; > 
Where, though those men like bacon all wer&srooak'd. 
Not one, bj God's good providence, was choak*d. 

Of Richmond's mighty chieftain, Richmond speak-^ 
" Now wet, a riding dishclout,'* shalt thoiS say — 

•' Now broiling, whizzing, dropping IHce a steak, 
" So viiProus 'mid the sun*^ meridian ray !** 

Talk to KiEN Long ikbout his Gr ace's soul; 
What wisdom, sweetness, love, pervades the whole ! 

But souU in common are a dreary waste. 
By brambles, thistl^^s, barbarous docks disgraced 5 
That need the ploughshare, harrow, and the fire— 
Some soids ^re caves of filth and spe^tred gloom. 
That want a window and a broom 

To yield them ligh^ and clear the mire. 

When honours lift th*. unworthy fool on higb> 

On FoRTU N E how with fierce contempt I scovyl I . 

She hangs a dirty cloud upon the sky. 
And with an eagle's pinion imps an owL 

Yet knaves and fobls enjoy their lucky bottrs, 

And ribbons, ^slead ot ropes, their backs adorn-— 

Thus crawls the Toa o amid thefeirest flow'rs> 
And with the Lijuy drinks the dews of morn.. 

But royal R r c h m o n n honours exaltation-^ 
The pole-star of our military nation. 
Ho\lv pleasant then to see a Richhond rise ! 
friei^ of ^ King, und fav'rite of the Skies t ' 

^•Chariis, 
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Ch A R IBS,* to support a bastard and a w— , 
imposed a tax on coals, that starv'd the poor : 

Those sans-^idoiteS'Bien made tlie saddest din ! 
But mark, how often good proceeds from-rri/ / 
This deed of Ch arles is now-a white-wash' d Devil — 

Lo, Richmond casts a lustre round the sin ! 

By means of this once skamrful tax on coa1» 
He sniggles modest Merit from her hole ! 

Where is the Soldier that is not his friend f 
See A D M 1 R A T ION to his virtues bend ; 

And, lo; the scar-clad Vbte ran adores! 
While Glory humbly kneeling to the skies^ 
With supplicating bands and fervent eyes, 

A length of days upon his bead imploies. 

Say, Ihat hfs Grace, ambitious of a name« 
Is Qver angling to catch martial fame : 
And say too, now most fortunate the Duke, 
What noble fishes hang upon his hook ; 
Whilst Aii»«W<T mortals, laboring day and night, 
Poor patient creatures, 'seldom feel a hite. 

P<yu)*r in the hands of ViHtur is heav*n*s cfcti^. 
That fostering feeds the flow'r of happiest hue : 

In Vice's grasp, it withers, wounds, and kills ; 
fTis then the fang so fatal, formM to make 
A pdssage for the venom of the snake. 

That Nature's life with dmoltoion fiHs. 

Bow dowtf, ye armies, then, and thank your God, 
That Richmond holds the military rod : 
^oJanm^he, with seifish views to fob. 
And toudi the Nation's pocket with a job. f 

* King of England, whose Mistress was a French womtik, the 
great, great, and illustrious Ancestor of his preseot Grace. 

f Witness the conomienf house and gatdeni near Plymouth 
Pock, M ee<momieaUyb^{h with the Public Money, The annals 
•f. honour furaish us not with a sublimer iiistance of seif»demaU 

Yes, 
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Yes, let the EmpVor all about him hear. 

Talk of ihe bold transaction!t of the Peer; ^ 

And say, what probably he can't believe. 
That, lo ! the dauntless body of His Grace, 
In duels bor'id, has scarcely one sound place— 

A hcenycomb, a cullender, a sieve ! 

Say horu) that nothing could his courage checlc ; 
Proud or bis post,' and fearless of his neck. 

Though only one upon his shoulders deav-^ 
Thus Valovr smiles at danger, deafh, and pain. 
And feels an eighteen pounder through his brain, ^ 

Coolly as some a pat upon the ear ! 

Sa^, how he gallop'd wild, up hill, down dale; - 
Frighten'd each village, tumM each hovel pale; 

Jllruck ail the birds with terror, save the crow|p 
Wfco, spying such commotion in the land^ 
Concluded some great matter was in hand. 

Much blood and carnage 'midst contending foesw 

Say, how the world his deeds with wonder saw j 
Say,^ that the Bagshot-bushes bow'd with awe ; 
And say, his phiz such valour did inspire, 
Thaty lo ! the very ground he trod, caught fire,^ 

Say, how went forth to see him half the nation. 
Their mouths well cramm'd with dust and admiration ; 
So ardent ev'ry eye*s devouring look. 
To seize the galloping, the flymg Duke, 

Such eating and such guzzling ev*ry day } 
Nothing to pay ! - 

All the Duke's friends, great quality and smalf^ 
Our great King George, and lovtfly Queen, 
Were enter tain'd scot-free, I ween— - 

A generous nation doom'd to pay it all. 

» This it a literal factT 

. ' And 
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And yet when Parliament beholds thebill^ 
I think that Parliament with much ill will« 

May growl, and swear it was an idle thing. 
This game of soldiers, such a childish play ; 
But let me answer Parliament, and say, » 

L It was not c/M7(iMA, foa it flsas'o the King. 



It made Tom Paine, the bull-dog, hold his tongue; 
Arm'd with such lion-paws, aod teeth so long ! 

Say, that the sun-like Duke shone forth so bright. 
That Punch ne er triumphM in a fiercer fight. 

&iy, how he. fir'd the //ouiSf/oM; mills of powder; 
Say, how the sympathising grain, with sounds 
FrightenM the tiles from all the roofs around, 

Def) ing the bold t h u n d s r to roar louder ! 

Say, thai immortal Caesar"* trod the place 
Now fiercely gallop'd over by His Gr ace* 

Say, that the Gods beheld him from on high ; 
- That, to the Lord of battle8,f with a sigh, 

Thus' spoke the Monarch of the clouds — " Son 
Mars, ' . ' 
" Had Troy po.wess'd a hero like the Duke, 
** With such a soul, and suchsL fighting look, 
" Our City l^^d been safe amidst her wars, 

" .Go quickly, pull thjj hat offtp the Duke, 
" And beg a blessing from the Hero's book/* 

Lord ! as the Duke, where powdci' only flam'd,. 
WasHJQ inspired, so vaProus, and so hot : 

How had this Duke the sons of battle shamM, 
. 'Mid' scenes of thunder, vvhece they charged with shot J 

Say too (and verily it was no joke) 

HltiK)ugh so lofty on their cUmd^app^d towers. 

Such were the. volumes of ascend ing^moke. 

Smutty as biacksmilhs look'd the heavenly Pow^'r s 5 

* JulUif Cxsar was most certainly at Bagsbot. 

f. Mars, . 

, • And 



/ 
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And that the Mak of Utaw* (a fbou^t how bright 1} 
Flew up, and put their Godships ma fright ! 

Tell hiih, which protmUy naj cause a smile^ 
Thatf at the distance of a mile. 

His Gr ACB, a skull that powder wants, can note ; 
(Which, when it happens, let that skull beware) 
Sec tco a club with one tiisorder'd hair. 

And mark one spot of grease upon a coaL 

Thus war was Godiic, slovenly, unchaste. 
Till Richmond •usher'd in the mom of taste ! 
Say too, that for the honour of the nation. 
We hope to see a book on rtftttation. 
Proving that public vice should bring no shame ;t 
That private only damns a noble name. 

Thus the poor N y m pr, too easy to contend. 
Who brushing sins in secret with a friend. 

Shall be a viler hus<%y than the woman 
Who bangs her Kps like cherries out for sale. 
And shews her bosom's liHes, to regale 

Each grazing beast that offers— -quite a Com hid v. 

" Why should I say all this unto the King ?'* 
Thou cry est, OMacahtney— Good may spring : 
It may unto thine embassy give weight. 
By putting great Ki ev Lom q into a fnght. 

•' Wlio knows>*' KiKi» Long may whine whh rue^iace^ 
"But all the rank and file are like His G&acb — 

♦ It is report^, that a colossal figure, ituflbd with straw, was 
Mown out of the hill, to^ive their Majestier an adequate idea of 
the ascent of ten thousand men or so, a frequent event at grand 
sieges. It is znoreoyer reported, that thil stulfed figuce obtained 
a large portion of royal approt>ation. Indeed I am strongly lA- 
dined to believe the story. — It was quite a new idea. 

f The Reader is deitrcd to ask Lord Lauderdale concerntnf 
-this matter. 

-•* 
• ^ Then 
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^* Th,en shall I shake upon my sapphire throne ; 
'* For troops like Richmond, that on valour fcasl^> 
" May, like wild, meteors, pour into mine East, 

*' And leave my palace neither stick nor stone : 

•' Like roaring lions rush to eat me up— 
«* In Britain breakfast, and in China sup/* 



TO THE SHIP. 

OTHOU, so nicely painted, and so trim. 
Success attend our Court^ delightful whim; . 
- And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board ; 
With coaches just like gingerbread, so tinet 
Amid the Asiatic world to shine. 
And greet of Chin a the Imperial Lord, 

Methinks I view thee towering at Canton : 
I hear each wide-mouth *d salutation gun ; 
' I see thy streamers wanton in the gale; 
I see the sallow natives crowd the shore, 
I see them tremble at thy royal roar ; 
I see the very Mandarins turn pale. 

Pagodas of Nan-yang, and, Chou -chin-chou. 
So lofty, to our trav'ling Britons bow: 

Bow, mountains sky-en wrapp'd of Chin^^hung-chan ;. 
Floods of Ming-no, )'oiif thund'ring voices raise ; 
Cuckoos of Ming-tbu-j'ou, exalt their praise. 

With geese of Sou-chen-che, and Tang-ting-tan* ^ 

O monkeys of Tou-fon, pray line th&road. 
Hang by your tails, and all the branches loail; 
Then grin applause upon the gaudy throng. 
And drop them honours as'they pass along. 

Frogs of Foii-si, O croak from pools of green ; * j - 

Winnow, ye bijtterflics around the scene; . : 

Vol, II. LI Sing, 
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Sing, O be Joyfiii, cv'ry village pig ; 
Gtyats; iheep, and oxen* tiirougb your pastures prance ; . 
Ye bulfakies and dromedaries, d^nce ; 

And elephants, pray join tii' unwieldy jig. 

T mark, I mark, along the dusty road, . 
The glitlVitig coaches with their happ^ loadj 

AlT proudly roUing to Pe-kin's fair town; 
And, lo ! arriv'd, I see the Emp'ror stare. 
Deep marv'ling at a sight so very rare ; 

And now, yje Gods ! 1 see the EuF'sLoti frown. 

And now* I hear the lofty EmpVor say, 

" Good folks, what is it that ye want, I pray ?'* 

A rtd now I hoar aloud Macartney cry, 
" Emp'ror, my Court, in IbrmM that you were rich, 
" Sublimely feeling a^strong money-itch, 

*' Across the eastern ocean bade me fly : 

" With tin, an(^ blankets, O great King, to barter, 
*' Andgimcrat ks rare for China-jpan and Tartar. 
*' But presents, presents are the things we mean : 
" Some pretty diamonds to our gracious Qu ben, 
•• Big as one's fist or so, or somewhat bigger, 
." Would cut upon her petticoat a figure— 
" A petticoat of whom each poet sings, 
" That beams on birth-days for the Best of Kings* 

" Yes, presents are the things we chiefly wish — 
" These give nothalf the toil we find in trade. *'— 

On which th' astonished Emp'ror criQS, ./' Qdsfish ! 
•' Presents! — present the rogues the bastinade." 

- Stern R^solu r ion's eye, that flash'd with fate. 
At danger tow'iing, wears a wither'd look ; 
Palsy'd his 'iinewy arm, where vengr'ance sate. 

Whose gra p iJu- ruggtni oak of ages shook — 
Hi l/ood> so hot, grown suddenly so chill 5 
Sunk from a torrent to a creeping rilL 

i ' In 
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In sliort, behold with dread Macartney rtare j 
Behold hiYn se\z*d, his seat of honour bare; 

The bamboo sounds—alas ! no voice of F a M b : 
Stripped, school-boy like, and now I see his train, 
I see their lily bottoms writhe with pain, 
. And, like his LoRDauip^s, blush with blood, and 
shame. 

. Ah ! what avails the coat of scarlet dye. 

And collar blue, around their pretty necks ? 
, Ah ! what the epaulettes y that roast the eye. 

And- loyal buttons blazing with George Rex t 
Heavens ; if Kien Long resolves upon their strippifl|r^ 
These are no talismans to ward a whipping. 

Now, witha mock solemnity of face, 
I see the mijijhty Em p'r o r gravely place 

Fools-caps on all the poor degraded ^en— 
And now I hear the solemn Emp'ror say, 
" 'Tis thus we Kbgs of China>l>% pay ; 

" Now, children, ye may all go home agen.'' 

O beauteous vessel should this proye the case, 
How in old England wilt thou diew thy face ? 

I fear thy visage will be wond'rous long. 
Know, it may happen — Ministers and Kings, 
Like common folk, are fallible — poor things ! 

Too often sanguine, and as often wrong. 

Yet, if successful, thou wilt be ador'd— * 

Lo, like a Cheshire cat pur Court will grin ! 

How glad to find as many gems on board. 
As will not leave thee room to stick a pin ji 
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ODES TO KIEN LONG. 

The present Emperor <^ China. 

WITH 

THE QUAKERS, 

.A TALE. 

TO A FLY, 
Drowned in a Bowl qf Punch. 

ODE to MACMANUS, TOWNSEND, ANI> JBALOU^ 

TUt THIKF TAKEK8. 

TO CffiLIA,— TO A PRETTY MILLINER. 
TO THE FLEAS OF TENERIFFfi. 
TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILlpN— TO MY CANDLE, 
Itc* 3cc. &c. * 



AmfiafiTothrnffti, Ike. ' ANACRBOf^,. 

** Yes, let us strike the lyre^ and sing and rhyme ; . • 
'• By far the wisest way of spending time." 
.So says Anacrcon; my dearKien Long; 
Let BrMain then« and China hear okt ^oof .- . 



i-ls 
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TO THE 

EMPEROR OF CHINA. 



VBAK XIEN LONGy 

AT length an opportunity presents itself for conversing 
with the second Potent A TB upon earth, George 
THE T|iiR.D being most un(V>ubtedly the Jirtt, although 
he never made verses. Thy praises of Moukden, thy 
beautiful little Ode to Tea, &c. have afforded me in- 
finite delight : and to gain tny plaudit, who am rather 
difficult to pl&Ei^, will^ I assure thee,^ be a feather in thy 
Imperial cap, 

Frincipibus placutise ▼iris, non ttUiina Idut esU 

Praise from a Bard of my poetic spirit^ 
jProclaims indeed no small degree of merit.. 

Excuse this^plece of egotism — it is natural^and justiHed 
by the subliraest aulhori ties— >- What says VtRctii ? 

' *' Tenttouiavin est qrfS-me quogftejtoisim 
** 7'oHerehumo, vici€rf_uevjr{imv9iiiar€psr9ra,**' 

WhavHkewise, LucmiTiu&i!. 

** Igsi^ium^ meo eapiti petere inde corofhtnt 
. '^ I UndepriusmuUi velintnt t^mporp, Afiiice^'^ 

What, tko Ovid ?^ 

" famgue opus exe$i/' ^£^ 

What, mpreoveo H'OR a c b f . 

«* Exegi monummtum «r« perewmiSf** Uc*. 

What, 
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What, Enmius ? 

," Nemo melaerunuit detorei neefunera JUtu/* &c« 

What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Homkr, in 
his delightful Hymn, that some impudent Scholiasts de- 
clare he never wrote ? 

"-ii rU^vfAjjat iitn^ ihroq AOlAOtf 

Which, Tvith^a few preceding lines omitted in the quo- 
tation, I thus a little paraj^rastically and beautiiuUy 
translate: , 

Shoald CwiosUf at times imjuire 
WJ» strikes with sweetest art the Mtis^s lyre ; 
I This be thine answer — " A poor man, stark blind s 

I An aged minstrel that at Chios dwells, 

[ Who sells and sings his works, and sings and selts, 

■ And leaves all other poets far behind/* 

; So much for my pritfound learning in defence of ego« 

lism ; for where is the man that does not rank himselt 
amongst his own admirers? 

Now to the point.-— As Lord Macartnby, with 
hh most splendid retinue, is about to open a trade with 
thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets, wocrflen 
tn general^ &c. &c. in favour of the two Kingdoms ; 
why might not a Uurary commerce take place between 
the Great Kirn Long, and the no less celebrated 

' Peter Find a r ? Thou art a man of rhymes— and so 
am I. Thoii art a genius of uncommon versatility— 
, so am L Thou art an enthusiast of the Muses-«-so am I^ 
Thou art • a lover of novelty— so am L Thou art an 
i dolatoir of Royalty — so am L With suck a congeniality 
of mind^ in my GodVnameand Mine, let us surprise the 
world with an interchange of our lucubrations, both fbf 
its improvement and delight. And to show thee that I 

^ am. 
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am not a literary swindler, unable to repay thee fot 
goods V may receive fronr^ thy Imperial Majesty, I 
now transmit specimens of my talents, in Ode, Bal- 
ladj Elegy, Fable, and Epigram. 

lam, dear Kien Long, 

Thy humble Servant, 

And ))i»Uier Poet, 

P. PINDAR. 
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ODES TO KIEN LONG. 



ODE L 



Peter compliraenteth Kx^n Long 6n his poetical talent» ani co«« 
demncth the want of taste in Western Kings. 

T^EAR Emperor, Prikcb or Poets, jioble Bar d« 
•*^ Thy brother Pstbr sendetK thee a card. 

To say ihou art an honour to the times— 
Yes, Pkter teileth tliee, that, for a King, 
Indeed a most extraordinary thin^, 

Thou really makest very charming rhymes. 

Witness thy Moukdkn,* which we all admire; • 

Witness thy pretty litUe Ode to tea; 
Compos'ci when sipping by thy Tartar fire ; 

Witness thy many a madrigal and glee. 

Believe me, venerable, good Ki en Long, 
Vast is my pleasure that the Muse's song 

Di\unely soundeth through thy Tartar groves ; 
Still greater that the firsi ofEastern Kings 
Should praise in rhyme the Tartar vales and springs. 

And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 

Yet how it hurts my classic soul, to find 
Some Western Kings to poetry unkind ; 



* A favourite City of the Emperor, 



What 
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What though ihey want Uie skill to make a riddle. 
Charade^ Or rebus, or conundrum ; still" " > 

Those Kings might shew towards, them some good will. 

And noily paUonise Agollo's fiddle. 

But no— the note is, '^ How go -sheep a score ? ' '" 

" What, what's the price of bullock ? how sells lapb? 

*' I want a boar, a boar, I want » boar ; - 
" I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram/* 

Whereas it should be this— ^" I want a Bard^ 

•' To cover him with honour and reward/* 

Kings deem, ah me ! a grunting herd oOwine . 
Companions sweeter than the tuneful Niwb; 
Preferring to Fame's dome a hog-stye*s mire, * 
Thft iDfttofoxea to A{ioHo*8 ljrre4 . 

" Lord! is it possible y* I hear ihee groan*- 
KiEN LoKG, *tis,true ai( thoaart on thy thrones 
For souls like thine, *tis nalural Ip doubt jt— 
Macartiie Y fiao inforw thee allabout it. 



ODE X^I. 

More Compliments to the Emperor^A Diisertadon on Throrus^ 
and Ktrtgg and Queens — A very proper attack on the French 
Reyolutionalists— The fate of poor Religion, prophesied— ^ls», 
of hi« Holiness the Pope^More Lamentations on dtgriidtd JBpjt- 
alty. 

• # 

'T'HOU art a second Atlas, great Kf ek Long ; 
-*• Supporting half th* unwieldy globe, so strong; 

But, Lord ! what pigroy sods to empire rise; 
Unconscious of its glorious frame, they sleep- 
Now just like mice from pyramids that peep, 

Tbttdiing a hole's a hole where'er it lies* 

FORTVNB 



ODES TO KTEN LONG. .^fl 

ToKTUVB has too much pow'r in tins same world- 
Things are too often lopsy-turv)r hurl'd ! 

A biig condemnM U^ flif that scarce can crawl; 
A maggot tak/en From liis little nut^ 
(There by the great Ajll-w i se most wisely jxit) 

To grovel 'midst the grandeur of St. Paul t 

Unluckily most thrones are plac'd so high. 
That Kings can scarce their loving subjects spy. 

Hopping beneath them,' like so many crows ; 
iWhich subjects have in France been taking 
Great liberties in ladder-making. 

To get up nearer to the royal nose. 

Thus ti^ens ere long their pigmy powers will try; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye. 
Aim to arrest, by frequent daring flights. 
Their elder brothers of the skies, the Kx i cs ! • 

And yet I hate a Fool uj>on the throne — 

We have been happy hitherto, thai k God i / 

How boys would burst with laughter, evVy one, 

Weere moTiA:^ -schoolmasters to hold the rod /. 

Yet much more mischief follows royal fools. 
As realms 2LTe on a larger scale than schools,'^ 
Th' Americ AKS provide against all this : 
Wliich certain Gentlrfolkiake mudi amiss ! 

And then again, the wives of glorious Kings^ 
In generosity, and such like things, 

And temper mild, who well themselves demeiuij 
Are for the subjeci a* rare happy matter ; 
And let me say indeed, wiio scorn to flatter, 

^We Britons are most' lucky in a Queen, 

Of humbling their 'superiors, folks seem fond. 
And treating Mr /n^rchs as ♦^o many. Iqgf ; , 
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond. 

Some fish, some frogs. ^ 

Thus. 
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Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns crj. 
Rending with vile disloyalty the sky : 

* 

^ When will the lucky day be born that brings 
" A bridle for the intolcnce of Kinc;s ? 

*' Too slowly moves, alas ! the loitering hour ! 

*' When will those Tyrants cease to fancy Maw . 

^* A fawning dog in Providence's plan^ 

" OrdainM to lick the blood-stein'd rod of Pow'r }^ 
i 

Kings have their faults undoubtedly^ and mdfty>— 

The man who contradicts me, is a zany. 

Some rob, some kill, some cheat, sotne cringe and beg^ 

Curst with an av'rice, some would shave an egg« 

And yet, with all their sins, I drop a tear 

On what Tm daily forcM to see and hear. 

Great is thcf change of late ! such horrid scenes. 
Such little reverence both for Kings and. Queens ! 

Thus cry the Frenchmen, seldom ever-nice— 
" We want noscEPTR^o plunderers of States!* ' 
" Out with them — folly to maintain more cats 

'' Tlien capable of catching mice. 
•' Death to their parasites— we'll have no more 
*• Leeches that suck the heart's blood of the poor. 
" Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords^ those pagi^ 

*' False gods 1 away witli stars, and strings, apd crosses!" 

The French are very wicked, I declare ; 
They .raiite upon one's head, one's very hahr ; 

So much those fellows Majesty abuse-^ 
Of Royalty the purple robe so grand, 
\Vhich seizes the deep rev'rence of a land. 

They to a malkin turn, to wipe their shoes. 

•' Out with State-pick-pockets !" they cry aloud : 
" Death to tjie ravenous' eagles,*' qries the crowd, 

'w< That 
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"' That happy hover o'er a Peovle's gVoan ; 
*' Thieves, in the plunder of an empire drest-; 
" Flattery's vile carrion flies, on Kings that feast ; ' 

" Rank bugs that shelter, in the wood of thrones ! 

" The Dustman m bis cart that hourly slaves, ' 
** Drawn by an ass, tlie partner ,of his toils, 

•' How far superior to tljose lilled knaves, 

'* In coaches glittering with a kingdom's spoils l" 

• The old>wr volo, that with thund'ring sound, ^ 
Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 
• ' (And if great things we may compare to small. 
Just like the boatswain's whistle, that makes skip 
The jovial felbws oi" a ship) 
This great sic yolq i« not beard at all— • 

To humbler phrases chang'd by some d'egrees ; 
*' With your good leave. Messieurs" — "Sirs, if you 
''-please." - 

Yes, savage are the French to. Kings and Quality ; 
Void of good manners, common hospitality— 

Barb'rous, they dog-like wish to pick their bones; 
, Make just as much of Dukes as of a duck, 
^Nobility has therefore shocking luck) 

And dash an infaM Pf ince agatnt the stetaes. . 
Thus butchers calmly stick a sucking pig, ^ 
And o'er a bleecUi>g lambkin hum a jig. 

RelIciok too is in a detjp dfedine ; • 
Her vot'rres treated like a herd of sWine; 

Rich relicks'look'd upon as rotten lumber i 
IFho will be canoniz'd for fright'ning devils. 
For bringing back lost limbs, and curing evils. 

Scald heads^w'ry nccks^ and rickets beyond number. 

Without a draught, a bolus, or a p\}]. 
That of redoubted doctors foil the §kill? 

VoLi it, Mni Religion^ 
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Religion, who in Franc??, some years ago, 
^ade in rich silks so woi^ierful a show, 

So us'd \vith all the pride oi* curls tocharm. 
Is now, poor sou!, obli^'d to beg her bread. 
With scarce a cap or ribbon to her head. 

Or woollen pellicoat to keep her warm. 

Yes, poor dear maid, I fear shell soon expire; 
Her whips demolish'd, and extinct her fire. 

Her pincers broken — snapped in tvyain her cleaver. 
That fiogg'd, that burnt a sinner to salvation, 
Roftsting away the soul's adulteration. 

And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true Believer, 

No longer are her priests to be maintain'd— 
Thus is that horrid beast the Dev'l unchain'd. 

That roarin? Bull at once his triumph shows : 
For, if not paid, what priests can prove their might. 

Fight the good fight, 
. And, like staunch bulL-dogs, nail him by the nose ? 

Death and the Dev'l, the smutty rogue, and SiK, 

A pretty junto are upon the grin ; 

Hoping io fill the dark infernal hole. 

If ail the priests refuse to help a soul : 

That most important contest then is o'^r ; 

Pull Dev'l, puil Parson, will be seen no more* 

Yes, at her wounded pow*r Religion faints ; 
Alas ! no more old bones shall roakeneto Saints ; 

No more shall Leiit, lean lady, cry her fish ; 
No more shall slices of the cross be courted ; 
Despis'd the manger that our Lord supported, 

His sacred pap s))oon, and the Virgin's dislu 

No absolutions, like potatoes, sold ; 

No purgatory-souls redeem 'd by gold : 

No more in cloth of gold, and red-heel'd shoes. 

Bag- wig and sword, a mob the Saviour * views— 

• Once a year this fine mummery is exhibited in France, and 
in otlifir Romish countries. 

Sold 
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8ol3 no certificates * of good behaviour. 

To show the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 

No more shall Miracles obtain applause, 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame N atu re^s laws ; 
No more dead herrings, filFd with life and motion. 
Leap from the frying pan, and swim the ocean. 

Soon may this wicked Spirit steal to Rome, 
And poison ev'ry sacred dome ; 

ReHcks be kick'cf and raockM by many a giber — 
The Pontiff to ihe xyery workhotist. brought, 
^r, what could never have been thought, 

PlumpM with his triple crown into the Tyber : 
There may we view him flound'ring wild aboitt. 
With not a Saint hedubbM to pull him out : 

The fair chaste. quills, from angel wings procur'dj 
Be turnM to uses not to be endur'd ; 
To villain pens, instead of crow-quills cut. 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver smut : 

Melted the Church's sacred plate to mugs. 
To candlesticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 
To porringers the pipes f of sacred tunes. 
And silver Christs to canisters and spoons. 

' Phials that held of saints the suffering sighs. 
Seen by the dimmest of believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meanest offices shall sink- 
Hold aquafortis, or reviling ink J 

* In some part of Russia, narrow slip* of paper in form of a 
ribbon, consecrated by the Bishop, are sold for about threepence 
a piece, and bound about the heads of dying people. They are 
certificates of their good behaviour." The inscription on each is 
as foUows — *' To old God Almighty, to young God Almighty, 
** and young God Almighty's Mamma — this is to certify that the 
'< bearer hereof died a good Christian." 

f Of the organs. 

Mm 2 ^ Th^ 
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The Virgin's gdwns and garters, stockings, sbtia^ 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews— 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, inuslin, lade. 
Sold lo trick harlots for a rogue's embrace ! 

Now to disloyal mongrels we return. 
That bark at Kings, and for ponfusion burn. 

How have our mighty Monarch* been brought down I 
Trod in the dust. Tike some old wig, the Crown ! 

The We AR ER s — some cofnfin'd in^jails so dread j 
Some shot — some poison 'd with as much sang-froid. 
As though the Mob had merely been employ^ 

To knock a thieving polqcat on the head. 

In birth the Public sees no kind of merit ! 
Think of the present equalizing spirit ! 

Amidst the populace how rank it sipringjs I 
N ai y , From t h e pftlaces the Vi r t u E^ fly. 
While, boldly entering from their beastly stye^ 

The vulgar Passions rush to pig with Kings! 
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ODE UL . 

The Poet sweetly reproveth t|ie Emperor for negl^ctinff to tuf% 
a penny in an honest way, and damonstrateth tlie mconvc-. 
nicKy of Generosity— proving that a mind, ©n aAroarf' scale- 
may be productive of «<r/T«9ro nrftt«M/flt«ftf«. 

/^ REAT KING, thou never educatest swine, 
^-^ Nor takest goslins under thy tuition ; 
Nor boardest by the week tiiy neighbour's kine. 
Like Pharaoh's — that is, in a lean condition* 



Nor dost tlwu cut down palaces to pens. 
Nor sendest unto market cock* and hens ; 



Nor 
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Nor to a butcher sellest pork and beef : 
Nor wool nor eg^ merchant, "O King, art thou ; 
Nor dost thou watch the girl who milks the cow. 

For fear the girl might sip, and prove a thief 5 
Norsettest traps to save thy fowls and eggs. 
And catch thy loyal subjects by the legs. — 

Nor dost thou go a shopping, mighty King ; 
I know that thou despisest such a thing ; 

Yes, to expose such meanness thou art loath : 
Thou scorn'st to pride thyself on buying cheap, 
• And for some trifle a huge pother keep. 

An ounce of blackguard,* or ^ yard of cloth. 

Nor dost thou (which some people m&y deem strange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change ^ 
Nor dost thou (which would bc«a crying sin) 
Cheat of his dues the Parson of Pk-kin. 

Thy mind was form'd upon an ample scale : 
Each thought is generosity — 'a. whale : 

Not a poor sprat to dunghills to be hurl'd — 
Thy soul a dome illumed by G r a n o e u R 's rays. 
That o'er thy mighty empire casts a blaze ; 

A beacon to inform a world. 

But, ah! KiEN Long, thou-never wilt be rich. 
If generosity thy heart-bewitch. 

What says Economy ? '* Let subjects groan*--* 
" Let Misery's howl be music to thine ear— r 
" Yes, let the widow*s and the orphan's tear » 

" Fallprintless on thy heart as on a stone.'* 

The souls of many Kings are vulgar entries. 

With not a rushlight 'midst the dismal winding ; 

A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, past finding— 

' Hypocrisy and Meannjess the two sentries. 

♦ A coarse inuff, emphatically sc called. 

Mm 3 Ambitiow, 
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i\ MB IT TON, that on riches casts ils eyes, 
^'ounls on ihf^ tempest of a pEOpkfe's sig/ts / 
O £in p Vo r, G e n e wo s i r v 's a fool — 
She w an I jr advice fiom saving Wisdom's SchooR 

.Lock at a smiling^ field oFj(rass : ' , 

Kolhipc; I an eat it out, nor hone ttorass. 
Provided that }0u put, to spare the feast, 
A padI(Kk on the mouth ofey'ry beafit. 
Thus, muzzle but ihy palace now nod fhen^ 
7'hou v\ ik be wealthy among scepterM men. 

Invite not a whole Million* (o thine hunt : 
Thy purse with such a henvy weight would grimf. 

In England, when a King a d^er unharbours. 
The sport a half a dozm butchers share ; 
Of Mnulty chimney-sweeps perchavnce a pair; 

With probably a brace or two of bapberu. 

What tliough 'lis not ^ilfe royat — still we beast 

Of gaining glorious fun With little co>t. 

The p<K'ket is a very serious matter : 

Small bed' allayeth thirst — nay, simple ^vnlcr. ^ . 

The splendor of a chacc, or feast, or ball. 

Though slrono,are pa«ina^, momentary rays— 

The luf^lre of a little hour — lhal^s all ; 

WhV.ii guineas with rtcrwa/ sj)lendor WaKe. 

♦ This is the nir.r.bcr of the Emperor** atiosKJauts, la genenf, 
at a hunt. . * ' 



ODE 
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ODE IV. 



Peter break^itli out ioto a stranee rhapsodv, so «rfike Peter, wh» 
christeneth hknsejf the Poet of the Peopte^Ue adviseth the Em- 
peror to actions never practisedby Kings !— Is it, or is 4t riQt, oiie 
coti tinned vein of happy irony? 

GIVE nothing from thy privy purse away, 
I say- 
Nay, should thy coffers and thy bags run o'er. 
Neglect or pension M e r i t on the Poor, 

Give not to Hospitals — thy Name*s enough ; 
To death-face Famine, not a pinch of snuff: 
On Wealth thy quarry, kefep a falcoa-view. 
And from thy vciy children steal their due4 

Shouldst thou, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horse^ 
Unlucky, ^nidst'some river's rapid course : 
Thougli sliarp between thyself &nd Death the strife. 
Give not the Page a sous that saves thy life. 

Should Lov E allure thee to some Fa ir-on e*s arms. 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms, 

And deluges thy panting heart with blisses; 
Take not a sixpence from thy groaning chest. 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breast 

Thai swellVl with all its ardour to thy kisses. 

Buy not a garland for her flowing hair ; 
Buy not of mittens, or of gloves, a pair. 

To shield her. hands from frost, or Summir*s ray ; 
But not a bonnet to defend her face. 
Nor 'kerchief to protect each snowy grade. 

And deck her oiv some rural holiday : . 
But suffer her in homely geer io pin€, 
in simple elegarice where otJicrs slUne. 

' Th(ju 
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Thou probably may'st answer with a groan, 
" What ! give a vile a^ntagion to the throne ! 
'' Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
** Whilst trodden Merit lifts her asking eyes I 

•' That calf, shall garish Ostentation grin, 

•* DeckM by the sweat of La bo« r's sun-burnt skin, 

•* Poor cart-horse, envy'd e'en his very oats f 

" Heav'ns! shall this Mummer Ostentation cry, 

" Roast in the sun, thou Mob, in ashes lie ; 

" Mine be the gitineas. Slave, and thine the groa&»^ 

** Mine be the luxury of wine and oil 5 

" Thine that I condescend ip drink thy toil.'* 

Ah ! say'st thou thus r— dares lionour this high pitch I 

Then, noble Emf'ror, thou wilt ne'er be ricA. 

Gold should not gather in a subject's chest — 
The crew grows mutinous — it cannot rest j 

It lalketh oFe^ttft/^/y, indeed ! 
No, let the Monarch's bags and coffers hold 
The flatl'rin^, mighty, nay, fl//-raighty gold ; 

On this shall brawny Pow^r his sinews feed ; 
Jove's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire. 
The vengeance-bearer of the royal ire \ 
Enrich the realm/ Subordination dies- 
Wealth gives a wing that d(ishes at the skies^ 

Blush not,, though up to neck, to nose in gold^ 
To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told, 

" The Emp'ror pants for money— hunt about :** 
And sljould thy Minister, with impious breath, 
Say, "Sire, we've squeez'd the people nigh to death— ** 

Off with the villain's head, or kick him out. 

Tis pleasant to look down upon the h&oel. 
And count the royal treasure with' a sfiovel f 
Pleasant to mark the whites of wishing eyes. 
And hear of Pov erty the fruitless sighs ! 
Grand, on their knees to see the million cow'r ! 
Pale, slarv'd submission is ihc feast of Pow'r. 

Pr^ythec, 
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fryhhee, it £uK>pecoine^ Kiek Long> wUh s{)«ed: 
We'll give thee much 4A«lniciton on this bead^v 
Nay, 50fritf txarnples ako shall be broogbt. 
Which bcaU a cold dry precept all to nought, 

Pukcept's a pigmy hectick, weak, and slight; 
Example is a giant in his (tiight; 
Then, pr'ythee, to our Europe haste to stare; 
Ia), £u ROj^E shall produce thee such a Pair ! 
A Pair ! to whom lean Av'rice is a fool. 
And means to take a lessen from their scfiooh 



O D E V. 



Peter giveth an account of the expcf?ition of Lorcl Macartney, antf, 
contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode^ absolutely recom* 



I m^endeth Oettemsity to the Emperor. 

9 

j/'IEN LONG, our GRE.At great Peopi*^ iitd 

■■•^ ' , ^Squire Pitt,. 

Fam'd through the universe for saving wit. 

Have heard uncommon tales about thy weaJtn j 
And BOW a vessel have they fkted out. 
Making for good Kien Long a monstrous rout|^ 

To trade; and beg, and ask about his health. 

This, tq my simple and tatcatmying raiodj 
Seems economical, and very kind \ 
f • And now, great EMPSRORof China, say, 

What handsome things hast ^ou to give away f 

I Accept a proterb out of WisnoM^s -schoo!— 

' fiarbers firsi learn to sliave, by shaving fools,^ 

Pitt shav'd our faces first, and made us grin- 
Next the poor French — and now the hopeful Lad> 
Ambitiou«i of the honour^ seemeth mad 
ji ' To try his razor's edge upon % chin, 

Th«. 
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Ttf BE as a generous Prince we all regard ; 

For ev'ry present, lo I returning £nible : 
•Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 

The ship and Lo r d M a c a rtn b y for their trouble^ 

And now to George and Charlotte what the pre- 
sents ? 
No humming-birds, we beg — ^no owls^ no pheasants ; 
Such gifts wtll put the palace in a sweat — 
For God's sake send us nothing that can eat, 

** What gifts, I wonder, will thy King and Queen 
•' Send to Kien Long?** thou cry'st. — Not much> I 
ween ; 

They can't afford it ; they are very poor— 
And though they shine in so sublime a station. 
They are the poorest people in the nation, 

Sb wide of Charity their neat * trap-door ! ! ! 

Our king may send a dozen cocks and hens ; 

Perhaps a pig or two, of his own breeding ;^ 
Perhaps a pair of turkeys from his pens ; 

Pernaps a duck, of his own feeding— 

Or jM>snl&^ a half a dozen geese. 
Worth probably a half a crown a-piece ; 

And that he probabhf may deem enough,-^ 
Her gracious Majesty may condescend 
Her precious compliments to send, 

Tack'd to a pound or two of snuff: 

The history of Strelitz too, perhaps ; 
A place (hat cuts a figure in the maps. 

Most niighty Em p'ror , be not thou afraid - 
That toe shall generosity upbraid : 

* Reader, this expression is uncommonly beautiful. The mnsf 
secret charities ate generally the largest, and most accepfableto 
Ood. 
, - Send 
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Send heaps of things — poh ! never heed the measure— 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things. 
Behold, the best of Queens and eke of Kings 

WUl build them barns to hold the treasure. 

I know thy delicacy's such. 

Thou fancyest thou canst send ioo much : 

But as I know the Great-ones of our isle. 

The very tliougia indeed would make ihem smile* 

. Lord ! couldst thou send the Chinese Empire o'er, 
.So bungry, we should gape for more : 
Yes, couldst thou pacR the Chinese Empire up. 
We'd make no more on't than a China cup ; 
Ev'n then My Lady Schwillenberg would bawl, 
■«' Gote dem de shabby fella^^vat, dis all /" 

Whales very rarely make a hearty meal — 
Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel j 
Moreover, fond of good things gratis ; 
Whose stomach's motto should be, nunquam satis^ 

Then load away with ranties the ship. 

And let us cry, " She made a handsome trip"'^ 

But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, mackaWf ; 

The dev*! take presents, that can wag their jaws. 



ODE. 

SIMPLICITY, I dote upon thy tongue; 
Andtftee, O white-rob'dTauTH, I've rev'renc'd long; 
I'm fiond too of that flashy varlet Wit, 
Who skims earth, sea, beav'n, hell, existence o'er. 
To put the merry table in a roar. 

And shake the sides with laugh-convulsing fit* 

O yes ! in sweet Simplicity I glory- 
To Iicr we owe a charming little story« 

WILUAM 



WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, 

AND TICC 

BAILIFF. 

A TALE. 

AS well as I can recollect, 
it is a st(Ky of ikin'd William Pemn^ 
By bailiffs olt beset, wiihout efiect. 

Like numbers of our Lords and Gentlemei 



Wi L L I A M had got a private bole to spy 

The folks whp c'ame with writs, or *' How d'ye.dof 
Possessing, too, a penetrating eye;, 

Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew. 

K bailiff in disguise one day. 

Though not disguisM to our friend Will, 
Came, to Will's shoulder compliments to pay, 

ConcealM, the catchpole though^ with wond'rous ASL 

Boldly he knockM at William's door, 

Drest like a gentleman from top to toe. 
Expecting quick admittance^ to be sure— 
But not 

Will's servant Nathak, with a sicait-jiair'd head*. 
Unto the window gravely slalk'd, notfYwip-* 

" Master at home Y* the Bailiff sweetly said— 
'< Thou canst not speak to him,'' Mf^y'd the Man. 

'* What,," quoth the Bailiff, " won't he see me then ?* 
" Nay," snuffled Nathan^ " let itnottlius strike thee; 

*' Know, verily, that William Pbkn 
" Hoik ^e&i tiie^ but be do^ not ^* tiiee." 

T« 



TO A FLY, 

TAKEN our OF A BOWL OF PUNCH. 



AH ! podr intoxicated liitle knafve. 
Now senseless floating on the fragrant wave ; 
Why not content the cakes" alone to munch } 
Dearly thou pay'st for buzzing round the bowl ; 
Lo^t to the world, thou busy sweet KppM soul— 7 
Thus Death, as well as Pleasure, dwells with Punch. 

Now let ine take thee out, and moralize.— 
Thus 'tis with mortals, as it is with flies, 

Forever hankering after Plea sua E*^ cup; 
Though Fate with all his legions, be at hand. 
The beasts, the draught of Circe can't withstand. 

But in goes every nose — they munt, will sup. 

Mad are the Passions, as a coTt untam'd! 

When Prudence mounts' their backs.toride them 
mild, ' 
They fling, they snort, they foam, they rise inflam'd. 

Insisting on their own sole will so wild, 

Gadsbud ! my buzzing friend, thou art not dead; 
The Fates, so kind, have not yet snippM thy threatl; 
By heaven's, thou mov'st a leg, and now its brother, 
j\nd kicking, lo! again thou mo v*st another! ' 

And ncwr thy liltlc drunken eyes unclose; 
And now thou feelest for thy little nose; 



And,^ finding it, thou rubbest thy two hands ; 
Much as to say, " I'm glad Tm here again." 
* " " well may st^thou rejoice— 'tis very plain, 

lat near wert thou to Death's unsocial lands. 

Vol. II. Nii < And 
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And now thou roUesit on thy back^about« ' 
Happyto find thyself alive, no doubt — 

Now turnest — on the table making rings; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track. 
Now shaking the rich liquor from tbv back, 
.Now fluttering nectar from thy silken wings: 

Now standing on thy head, thy strength to find. 
And poking out thy small long legs behind ; 
And now thy pinions dost thou brisklv ply ; 
Preparing now to leave m&— farewell, •Fly ! 

Go, join thy brothers on yon sunny board. 

And rapture to thy family afford- 
There wilt thou meet a mistress or a wife. 

That saw thee drunk, drop senseless in the stream ; 

Who gave, perhaps, the wide-resounding scream. 
And now sits groaning for tliy precious life. 

Yes, go and carry comfort to thy niends, 

And wisely tell them thy imprudence ends. 

Let^ buns and sugar for the future charm ; 

Tiiese will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 

Whilst Punch, the grinning merry imp of sin. 
Invites th' unwary wand'rer to a kiss. 
Smiles in his face, as though ^ he ineant him bliis. 

Then, like an alligator, drags him in* 
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ELEGY 

TO THB. 

FLEA5 OF TENERIFFE. 

Written in the Year 1768, at Santa Cniz, in company with a So» 
of the late Admiral Boscawen, at the House of Mr. Markenick> 
% Merchant of that place, 

"VTE hopping natives of a hard» hard bed, 
^ Whose bones, Perchaunce, mayache as well as oux% 
O let us rest io peace the weary head, 

J%i8 »2gM—- the first we ventured to your bow'rs. 

Thick as a flock of starlings on our skins. 
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's whit^ ; 

Ye stab us also, like so many pins^— 

Slbbf swears he can't come near us whilst ye bite. 

In vain we preach— in vain the candle's ray 
Broad flashes on the imps^ for blood that itch-^ ' 

In vain we brush the busy hosts away ; 
Fearless, on o^terparis their thousands pilch* 

Ami how I Iiear a hungry varlet cry, 

'* Eat hearty, fleas^— they!re some outlandisli meti-^ 
'' Fat stuff-— no Spaniards aU .so lean and dry— 

" Such charming ven'son ne'^r may come agem'' 

How shall we meet the morn ? With shameful eyes I ^ 
With nibbled hands and eke with nibbled faces. 

Just like two turkey-eggs, we speckled rise, 
Scorn'd by the Loves, and mock'd by all the Qraces. 

What will the stately Nymj^, Joamna,* say } 
How will thebeauteoi^s Catrbkin a* stare I 

'* Away, ye nasty Brilobs-— fob! away,** 
In sounds of horror will exclaim the Fair* 

'* Tbuns Spaniih Ladies <)f the ilntfMhtoo^ 

Nn2 What 
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What though we tell them 'twas Macker rick's* bed? 

WhatlhougJi we swear 'twere ail M acker rick's 
fleas } '_ 

Disgusted will the Virgins liirn Ihe head ;. 

No mare we kiss their fingers on our knees. 

No more our groan ir.g verses greet Iheir hand ^ 
No more thev h'sten to our panting prose ; 

No more beneath their window shall we sfand^ 
i\nd serenade their beauties to repose. 

The C©nrer5««on^t meet their end ; 

The love-insprr'd Fandimj;o warms no more j 
The hiugh, (he nod, (he whisper, will offend ; 

The leer, the squint, the squeezes, aH be o'er. * 

But, O ye ruthless hosts, an Arab train. 
Ye daring lighl-troops of lliat roving race. 

Know ye the strangers wliom with blood ye stain I 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus disgrace ? ^ 

One is a Doctor, of redoubted skill, 

A Briton borA, that dauntless deals m d^Slh j " 

Who to the Western Ind proceeds to kill. 

And, probably, of thousands stop the breath j - • 

A Bard, who^e wing of thought, and verse of fire. 
Shall bid with wonder all Parnassus start 5 

A Bar D, whose converse Mo n a r c H5i shall admire^ 
A nd, hap py , learn his* lofty Odes by heart. % 

The other, lo ! a Pupil rare of Mars, 

A ycfuth ivho kindje^'wilh a FATrita's flame ; 

B o s c A w'E N f all'd , <vho fought a kingdom's wars, ; ^ 
And gave to Immortality a name. 

Lo ! such are we, freebooters, whom ye bite ! 

Such is' Qur Brit ish .'Qaajity , O. Fleas k— 
Then spkfe our tender skrns this otve, one night-^^ 

To morrow c«/ 'Mac KERB icK,^ if ye please. 

♦ He is a principal man in the island, and much respected," 

f At hi^ ExccUency '6 the Governor, 

1 Piart uf tUis prophecy has been amply verified* 

■ m 



ThepreioU umatw^al and fatal enadty towards those htst 
creatures in the world. Kings and Quekns, pat/n'i^ 
our most august cou 1'1.b more on theirguard againsi 
evil machinations, ly selecting Mr, Townshend, 
Mr, Ma^cnamusj and Mr. Jealous^ tl^ most accom* 
plished Thief 'takers upon earth, to watch aoer them as a 
Garde de corps; such an important circumstance, so 
illuminative <^ tlte historical page, could not escape ike 
eagle eye qftli Lyr ic B ar d« who, in consequence, has 
addressed an Ode of praise <md admiration to the three 
ftforesaid Gentlemen. 
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MEMRt. TOWNS END, MACMANUS^ amo JEALOUS^ 



IHK THIBf-TAK&RS AND ATTEVDAMTS OM MAJSSIT. 



"\7E friends to Justice GiuftsT, Justice Jailj 
-*• And Ju ST I c E Ca rt's slow-moving tail. 

Accept the Bard's sincere congratulation — 
Ye glorious imps, of thief sup pj-essmg sperit» 
Elected, for your most heroic meri'. 

The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation. 

. When Blood, that enterprising chap. 
Attempted onfy on the the crown a rape. 

Pale HoR ROR raisM her hands, and rollM her eyes t 
But should some knave, with fingers most uncleaiij, 
Attempt to steal away our King and Queen, 

How would the Empire m disorder rise I 
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Just like Ihe nation.^ of the honey M hive. 

Who, if they lose their Sov'b eign, never th-foe. 

At midnight, lo ! some knave might steal so sfj. 
In silence, on the royal sleepy eye. 

And, giving to hfs sacrilege a loose, - ' 

Bear off the mighty Monardi on his bacljp. 
Just as sly Reynard, in his night attack. 

Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle goOse. 

Ye glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair ; 
We cannot such a precious cotiple spare — , 

O, cat like, guard the door aganist Tom Paine : 
Tom Pa ink's an artful and rebellious dog, 
* Swears that a sacred throne is. but a log. 

And MoNARCBs too expensive to maintain. 

I knowlheir Majesties are in a fright ; 
I know they very badly sleep at night :. 

Tom Pa i n k's indeed a most terrific word ; \ 
A name of fear that soimds in evVy wind j 
. A goblin damn'd, that baunls theruyal mind ; 

Of Damocles, the hair-suspended sword. 

Why should our gTorrous Sovereigns be unblest ? 
Why by a paltry subject be distrest ? _ 

Is there no poison for Tom Pa isj e ?*— afas I 
Is there no halter for this knave ,of knaves ? 
Audacious fellow ! to the crown he braves,, 

And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd a$s. 

For this poor burdened aw, he swears he i^Qh, 
And bids IVim lift, a regicide, his heels. 

What a bright thought fn George and Charlotte, 
"VVho^ to escape each wickad varlet. 

And disappoint Tom PAiNEVdisloyalcrew, 
Fix'd on the brave Ma cmanus,T'ownsend, Jealous^ 
Delightful company, delicious fellows. 

To point out, evVy minute^ whois uhof 

: - To 
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To hustle from before their noWe Graces, 
Rascals with ilt-lookihg designing faceSf 

Where trea"*on, murder, andsediiion, dwell;. 
To give the Jife of evVy Newgate wretch ; 
To say who next the fatal cord shall stretch — 

The sweet historians of the pensive cell. 

O with what joy felonimis acts ye view I 

How pleasM a thief or highwayman to huntt. 

Blestas CoRNWALLis, Tippoo. to pursue; ' 

Blest asoldPuiLs'KAM Bhow^ andHA&&Y Punt! 

How itch your fingers to entrap a thief I 

How nimbly you pursue him ! — with what soul 

Track hirn from haunt to haunt, (o mercy deaf. 
And drag at last the felon from his hole ! 

Thus when aCH.AMBERMAiDapLEA espies. 
How beats her heart ! what lightnings fill her eyes J. 
To seize him, lo! her twinkling fingers spread. 
And stop his travels through the realm of bed. ^ 

Hehopfi — the eager damse{ marks the jumpj 
>row sudd(^n falls in thunder on his rump — 

She mioses — off hops Bloodsu ck er agaii» ; 
The nymph with wilrl ala(;rily pursues ; 
Now loses sight, of him, and now gets views. 

Whilst alllier trembling nerves with ardour strain. 

Now fairly tjr'd, with melancholy face, . 
Poor sighing Sus an quits ih' important chace:— 
Once more re-'olv'd, she brightens up' her wits. 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers spits— 
Thrice happy thought ! yet, not to flatter, 
^Tis not the cleanliest irick in nature. 

Now in the lirarikct deep she sees him hide, 
WFio, winking, fancieth Susan cannot see; 

Now Susan drags him forth^ with victor pride. 
The culprit crusheth j and thus falls the Flea t 

What 
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What pity His for this iiiipf)rtant nation. 
The Princes ail have had thetr education ! 

What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away I 
How had he moralized their youngling hearts^ 
How had ye giv^n an insight of the Arts, 

So necessary. Sirs, for sovereign sway ! 

CvMNiNO^s a pretty monitor .for Kings ; 
She teacheth most ektraordinary things; 

She keepeth subj,ects in their proper sphere f 
She brings that fool, the Miliion, tame to hand. 
To dance, to kneel, to prostrate at command— - 

A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear» 
By means of this same humble capering beast. 
What royal showmen fiU their fobs, and feast I 

O t^ll the world's great Masters, not to" Jpore—- 
A subject's murmur is beneath their care : ^ 
When well accustom'd to the busy thong. 
Flogging's a matter of mere sport'>-^a song*. 

All kribw the tal^ of Betty and the'Eel— 
** You cruel b— h (a man was heard to say) 
" To serve poor creatures in that horrid way P*' 

** Lord, Sir," quoth Betty, tuminj^ on her hee?> 
" The eels are tu^d to it !"— so saying. 

And humming fa ira, continued jlS^tn^^ 

O how I envy you each happy name t 
Time shall not eat the mountain of your fame ; 
For tftus myself your Epitaph shall write. 
And dare the vile old stone-eater tabite* 

THE EPITAPH* 

^ Here He three crimps of death, knockM down by Fat<; 

" Of Justice the staunch blood hounds, too, so Jkeen ; 
** Who choak'd the little'i^und'rers of the State, 

^ And, glorious, sav'd a mighty IS^ng and Qiieen.'* 

^ . BehoU, 
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Befiold, I he Guards; so disappointed, mourn ; 
With jealousy their glorious bosoms burn. 

To find hy you, dread Sirs, usurpM their places'; 
*' What! not the regiments of Death be trusted ! 
" By Thief-takers, O Jesu ! to be ousted I 

" Thief-catthers Gardes de corps unto their Graces^." 
Thus, thus excJaim the angry men in f^d. 
Who, with their swords and guns, may go to bed. 

' Gods ! hoW I envy our great folk f heir joys ! 

Your tales of house-breakers, those nightly Curses ; 
. Of heroes of the heath, St. Giles's boys; 

Hist*rie s of pocket-handkerchiefs and purses ; , 

Oh, for minds-royal, what delightful food! 
Stories su^pass'mg t hose ofRoBiNHooo. 
Sweet are. of slight-hand Barrington the tales; 

Of changeful Major Sempi.e, charming too! 
Delicious story through each Hulk prevails. 

Full of instruction, pleasant, sage, and new. 

Hence the pure streams of thieving science flow, 
M^hich through your mouths to gaping Monarch's go j 
And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet 
With curious instruments, for robbing meet. 

Who would not wish' to see the gilding crook. 
With whom the punes oft in silence stray ? 
Who would not on the tools with rapture look, 
"That from post-chaises snap the trunks away ? 

Who would not ope false dice, ingenious bones ? ' * - 

A curious speculation, worthy thrones. 

Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again ; 
The Great of Windsor #^U such mirth^disdaiii. 

^ fa 
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In days of yore, cfull days^ insipid things. 
Kings trusted onfy to a Psopts's lave; 
But modern times in politics improve. 

And Bow-Ureet Runners are the sliields of Kings. 



ODE TO C-fiLIA. 

17 NVY must 6wn that thoti art jMssing fiur f 
^^ Love in thy smile, and Juno m thy air : 

Yet, C^LiA, if with Gods I maybe free> 
I think that Jove commits a sort ot sin, ^ 
By stripping all the Graces to the skin, ' 

Merely to make a noixpareiUe of thee* 

C^LiK, thpu knowest too that thou art pleasing ; 
Most spider-hke, the hearts of mortals arizing; 

And lyhat too maketh me confounded sour^ , 
Thou knowest what I wish to hi4e. 
Which rather mortifies my pride. 

That I'm a simple fly, and in thy pow^". 

When Nature setit thee blooming from above. 
She meant thee to support the cause of Love-* 

To keep alive a beautiful creation i 
Thy graces boarded, girl, thou must be told^^^ ' 
Are really like the sordid Misbr^s gold* 

Worthless^ for want of circulation.. 

Behold i a guinea, by a proper use» 
Another pretty guinea, will produce; 

And thus, 6 peerless girl, thy beauty 
May bring Ihee cent, per cent, within the year t 
That is, another beauty may appear^i 

If properly it minds its ^ty. 

Of 
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^Of wonder, \o I thou puttest on the stare- 
It seemda dark and intricate affair ; 

Thou wantest a good, able, sound, adviser : 
Well, then, my dear, at^once agree. 
As cAam^-counsel to take me ; 

I know none better qualified^ nor wiser. 



AN ODE 



TO 



A PRETTY MILLINER, 

/^ NYMPH, with band-box tripping on so sweet, 
^^ For Love's sake, stay those pretty tripping feet, 

Join'd to an ancle, form 'd all hearts to steal-— 
That ancle to the neatest leg united. 
Perhaps — -with which I should be much delighted. 

For men by l^U matters guetss a deal. 

LoVB lent thee lip^, and lent that bloom divine-^ 
But, dearest Dam<;el, what can make them mine } 

Heav'n r^sis upon those heaving hills of snow ; 
The fascinating dimple in thy chin ; 
In short, thy charms without, and charms within. 

Speak, are they purchaseable ?. aye, or no ? 

Thou seest ray soul wild staring from, my eves ; 

Let me not burst in ignorance, fair Maid- 
Why shewest thou, O peerlees Nymph, surprised 

I am no wolf to eat thee— why afraid I 

O could I gain by gold those heavenly charms^ 

Could gold once give thee to xay eager arms, ^ f 

Lo, intO£uineas would I coin my hearts 



Those 
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Those 'Pi'ould I pour pell-mell into thy lap, 
Wilh thee to wake to love, and then to nap. 
Then wake again— again to sleep depart. 

All happy circled in thynrms of bliss ; 

To snatch, wilh riot wild, thy burning kiss ; ' 

A kiss /—a thotisand kisses let me add — 
Ten thousand from thy unexhausted mint, 
iVnd then ten thousand of wiy otrni imprint — 

Speak, tempting Syren, to a swain stark mad. 

Heav'ns I o'er thy cheek how deep the crimson glov^ 
And spreads upon thy breast of purest snows ! 
Why mute, my Angel ^ thou disdainst reply I 
'Sdeath ! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I ! 

' O NympTi, so sweet, forgive my wild desires ; 
That knave, thy bandbox, wak'd by lawless ^res. 

Bade me suspect what Chastity revferes : — 
What will wipe out th' affront, O Virgin, speak. 
That flush'd the rose of virtue on thy cheek, 

Chill'd thy young heart, auddash'd thine eye withteari? 

Go, guard that honour whi^h I deem'd departed'— 

O yield thy beauties to some swain kind-hearted, ^ 
Whos0 soul congenial shall with thine unite. 
And Love altow no respite from delight. 



A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT 

ON THE. ABOVE. 

DEAR Innocence where;'er thou deign'st to dwell. 
The Pleasures sport around thy simple cell ; 
The song of Nature melts from grove to groi^t 

Perpdtual 
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Perpetual sunshine sits upon thy vale; 
Content and ruddy Health thy hamlet hail> 

And Echo waits upon the voice of Love, 
But where — but where is scowling Guilt's abode? 
The spectred heath, and Danger's cavern'd road ; 

The »hufBing monster treads with panting breath— 
The cloud- wrapp'd stoma insulting roars ardund. 
Fear palls him at the thunder's awful sounds 

He stares with horror on the flashiof death. 

He calls on Darkness with affright. 
And bids her pour her deepest night ; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring. 
And hide him with her raven wing ! 

•Are these the pictured? Then I need not muse, 
Nor gape, nor ponder which to choose : 
O Innocence, this instant I'm thy slave— 
What but the greatest /oo/ would be a knave f 



LYRIC EPISTLE 



SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 



C IR WILLIAM ! what, a new estate ! 
^ I give thee joy of* Gabia's fate- 
More broken pans, more gods, more mugs ; 
More snivel bottles, jordans, and old jugs; 

• A newly discovered town, sister in misfortune to Hercula- 
neum, Pompeia, and Paestum. 

Vol. II. O o More 
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More-nucciMn!!^ lamps and candlesticks, and kclUes^ 
In shorty all sorts of culiriary metals 1 

Leave not a du!tt-hole unexplorM ; 
Something shall rise to be ador'd : 

Search the old bedsteads and the rugs j 
Suth things are sacred — if, by chance, 
^ Amidst the wood, thine eye should gkmce. 
On a nice pair of antique bugi ; 

Oh, in some box the curious vermin place. 
And let us Britons breed the Roman race I 

Old nails, old knockers, and old shoes. 
Would much Daines Bar r in gton amuse; 
Old mats, old dish -clouts, dripping -pans, and 8pits> 
Would prbre delectable to other wits; 
Gods legs, s^nd legs oiF old joint stools. 
Would ravish all our antiquarian schools. 

Some rev'rend moth, with ne'er a wing 

Would charm the * Knight of Soho-Square ; 

A headless flea would be a pretty thing. 
To make the Knight of Woncfers stare. 

A curl of some old EmpVor's wig. 

Or Nero's fiddle, 'mid the flames of Rome, 

That save so exquisite a jig. 
Believe me, would be well worth sending home. 

Oh, if some lumping rarity of gold. 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold. 

Send it to our good K*"** and fi;racious Q*^*** : 
No matter what th* inscription — if there's none, 
'Tis all one I 

Plain gold will please, as well as tocrk'd, I ween— » 
Much wUl the present ihetr great eyes regale. 
Let it but cut a figure in the scale, 

♦ S!r Joseph BankSk 

Oh! 
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Oh 1 could an earthquake shake down Wafpinc, 
And catch th' inhabitants and goods all napping. 
And then a thousand years the ruin shade. 
What fortunes would be quickly made 1 
What rare Musaeums from the rubbish rise, 
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes ! 

How portraitsof Moll Flanders^ Hannah Shell, 
And Miss D'£on> those heroines would sell ! 

Canning and Squires. 
How would the dilettanti of the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration \ 
And to their merits. Poets strike their lyres ! 

Sign-posts, with old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nagj^, 
Would from the proud possessor draw such brags ! 
Red-lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third — ,, 
The Cat and Gridiron, our most gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be seen : 

They would, upon my word. 
Such would transport the people of hereafter. 
Though subjects now of merriment and latighter. 



POSTSCRIPT (suh RobL) 

HIST !— what fresh ovens of Etrurian ware ; 
What pretty jordans has my friend to spare ? 

What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight ? 
What Brilons, knomng in the Virtu trade,' 
Soon as a grand discovery shall be made, 

Are near thee, gudgeon-like, prepared to bite ^ 

What brazen god, baptiz'd with chai^ber-lye,* 
For which the Riture connoisseurs may sigh, 

♦ Sir William keeps an old antiquarian to hunt for him, 
v/ho, when he stumbles on a tolerable statue, bathes, him in 
urine, buries him, and, when ripe for digging up, they proclaim- 
a great discovery to be made, and out comes Tinantique tot univcr- 
jal admiration. 

Oo 2 Is 
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Is going into ground, with front sublime? 
Hereafter to be worshipp'd soon as seen ; 
A resurrection rare, array 'd in green, 

A downright satire upon Time : 
Who ♦ieems a poor old fumbling fool, to dote ; 
Taking two thousand years to make a coat. 

A whisper — locked is the Musaeuni door,* 
From whence antiques were wont to stray ; , 

Whose parehts ne'er sat eyes upon. them more. 
So much the little creatures lost their way ? 

Pity thou couldst not news of them obtain, 

And send the gods and godlings back again ! 

Sir William, what's become of that same Monk,t 
From whose old corner-cupboard, or oW trunk,, 

Thine histVy issued about burning mountains ? 
For who would toil, and sweat, and hoe the hill. 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill. 

Who easily can buy the fountains ? 

O Knight of Naples, it is come to pass. 

That thou hast left the gods of stone and brass. 

To wed a deil^ o£ flesh and blood fj 
O lock the temple with thy strongest key. 
For fear thy deity, a comely She, 

Should one day ramble, in a frolic mood, 

For since the idols of a youthful King, 
So very volatile indeed; take wing ; 



•^ • Some valuable antiques^ not long since, itiade their escape 
from the Royal Musasum, aojd travelled the Lord kncws where, 
. f He lived in the neighbourhood of Vesuvius, and furnished 
the Knight with all his volcanic observations, which pass on 
the world as kis orvrt-^Nam quod emis, possis dicercj'tre twum, 

f It is really true — ^the Knight is married to a beautiful cir^'ff, 
whom he stiles his Grecian, Her altitudes are the most desirable 
modals for youn^ artists. 

If 
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If his^ to wicked wand'rings can incline. 

Lord ! who would answer, poor old Knight for thine f 

Yet shcmld thy Grecian Goddess fly the fane, 

I think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane.* 



EPIGRAM. 

ON A STONE THROWN AT A VERY GREAT MAN, 

BUT WHICH MISSED HIM. 

nPALK tio more of the lucky escape of the head, . ^ 
-*■ From a flint so unluckily thrown — 
i think very difPren.t, with thousands indeed, 
'Twas a lucky escape for the Stone. 



TO CHLOE. 

DEAR Chloe, Well 1 know the swain. 
Who gladly would embrac^e thy chain ; 
And who, alas I can blame him ? ' 
Affect not Chloe, a surprise i 
Look but a moment on these eyes, 
Thou'it ask'me not io name him. 



ON A NEW-MADE LORD. 

TTHE carpenters of ancient Greece, 
-■- Although they bought of wood a stubborn plecCi 
Not fit to make a block — yet, very odd ! 

* The resort* of the Cyprian o^s, an avenue tliat opens into 
Cock-«pur-strect'. 

- No 
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No losers were the men of chipping trade. 
Because of this same stubboni stuff they made 
A damn'd good god ! 

llius, of the Lower House, a stupid wretch. 
Whose mind to A, B, C, can scarcely stretch. 
Shall, by a. Monarch's all-creative word» 
Become a very decent Lord. 



TO MY CANDLE. 



T^HOTJ' lone companion of the spectred night, 
-*- I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light. 

To steal a precious hour from lifeless sleep- 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and hark. 
Hell's genius roams the regions of the dark, 

And swells the tKund'ring horrors of the Deep. 
From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies : 
Now black'd, and now flashing through her skies. 

But ail is silence here— "beneath thy beam, 

I own I labour for the voice of praise — 
Tor who would sink in dull Oblivion's stream ? 

Who would not live in songs of distant days ? 

Thus while I wondVing pause o'erSn akspeare's page, 
I mark, in visions of delight, the Sage, 

High o'er the wrecks of man, who stand sublime ; 
A Column in the melancholy Waste, 
(Its cities humbled, and its gloriet past) 

Majestic, 'mid the solitude of Time. 
Yet now to sadness let me yield the hour— 
Ye5j let tlie tears of purest friendship show'r. 

I view, alas ! what ne'er should die, 
A form, that wakes my deepest sigh ; 

A form, that feels ol Death the leaden sleep-*- 

Descendini^ 
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Descending to the realms of shade« 
I view a pale-ey'd panting Maid : 
I see the Virtu e» o*ier their fciv'rite weep. 

Ah ! could the Muse's simple pray'r 

Command the envied trump of Fame, 
Oblivion should Eliza spare; 

A world should echo with her naroe« - 

Art thou departing too, my trembling friend? 
Ah ! draws thy little lustre to its end? 

Yes, on thy frame Fate too shall fix her seal — 
O let me, pensive, watch thy pale decay; 
How fast that frame, so tender, wears away ! 

How fest thy life the restless minutes steal i 

How slender now, alas ! thy thread of fire ! 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire ! 

I n^ vain ihy-struggtes — all will soon be o'er — 
At lile thou snatchest with an eager leap : 
Now roimd I see thy flame so feeble creep. 

Faint, lessening, quiv'ring, glimmVing — now no more ! 

Thus shall the suns of Science sink away. 
And thus of Beauty ^de the fairest flowV— 

For Where's the Giant who to Time shall say, 
*' Destructive tyrant, larrestthy pow'r?" 
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